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EDITOR’S PREFACE.

The interesting narrative of Mrs. Colonel

Somerset’s adventures in Caffraria is compiled

from letters and notes placed in the keeping

of a regimental schoolmaster. Having per-

mission to make what use of them he pleased,

he had them arranged, during his stay at

the Cape, in the form of a journal. This

document fell under my eye, and my atten-

tion was so powerfully drawn to the contents

of the little volume, that I could not re-

frain from soliciting permission to place it

before the world in its present dress, with the

fervent hope that it might be the means
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of perpetuating the recollection of the self-

sacrifice of Helen Somerset (whom many will,

no doubt, recognize), as well as of securing

for a misguided hut noble people the power-

ful advocacy of every inhabitant of this great

empire.



ADVENTURES IN CAFFRARIA.

CHAPTER I.

“ Out upon time
;

it will leave no more

Of the things to come than the things before.”

Byron.

“ I know not how it is,

But a foreboding presses on my heart.”

Proctor.

People who visit Cape Town now have

little idea what a different place it was

about thirty years ago.

Strange old observances were then still

kept np. Laws—or, more correctly, shadows

of laws—introduced by the earliest settlers,

had become a mere name
;

and where

B
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any single custom still existed, it had

become so tainted and perverted that the

mother country would undoubtedly have

denied her child.

Gradually English habits began to take

a lead, and with them, English justice stole

in, silently but eventually eradicating the

weeds of former years; and, though little

permanent good was yet effected, and no

very evident change visible, the old resi-

dents began to talk of the changes that had

taken place, of the way things were done

in their day, and to look cheerfully forward

to a settled government.

It was about this time that Mrs. Somerset

reached Cape Town. The change in society

since she had spent some months there, as

a girl, was very evident, and afforded her

great amusement during the time she

awaited the arrival of her two daughters,
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who, having been sent to England when

children, for the double purpose of avoiding

the climate of India and obtaining a good

education, were now upon the point of being

reunited to their anxious and loving parent.

Of Mrs. Somerset little need at present be

said. The only daughter of an old Indian officer,

she had married, when almost a child, a sub-

altern in a British regiment, whose noble rela-

tions, afterpointing outhis folly inthushamper-

ing himself with a wife, at such an age, one by

one gave up writing to him. The last letter

he received enclosed a cheque for a hun-

dred pounds from the uncle who had acted

through life as his parent, and from whom,

naturally enough, he looked for a parent’s

help. "With the hundred pounds, was a great

deal of good advice, and much praise of a

young lady to whom he had imagined his

nephew attached, but, on finding his niis-

b 2
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take, chose to make Lady A
,
by marry-

ing her himself.

Nowise disconcerted by the changes at

home, Harry Somerset, as he said himself,

“kicked care to the winds”—wrote a polite

set of congratulations to his uncle and new

aunt, and, trusting to his own right hand,

took Fortune by the forelock.

Chance gave him an opportunity of selling

out, and obtaining a cadetship in the Hon.

East India Company’s service; and there,

with his father-in-law’s ready help, he rose

rapidly and steadily, inwardly blessing the

day that saw him change his uniform, and

perfectly careless as to the numerous cousins

who grew and multiplied between him and

the old title. Many children had blessed

his union, though two only survived the first

few days of life
;
and bitter was the trial

experienced by the Colonel and his wife
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when the medical men pointed out the

necessity of sending their last two treasures

to health-restoring England. Weary had

been the years that passed by while the

children sprung up from little pale infants

to blooming, lovely girls. Likenesses were

sent every year, and every year the Colonel

saw he might well be proud of his daughters

;

yet, to Mrs. Somerset’s heart, the frank,

Christian-like letters, speaking to her from

her children’s hearts, gave far more pride

than the fair faces and bright eyes her hus-

band was always dreaming of.

At last the wished-for period had come, and,

having obtained six months’ leave, Colonel

Somerset was on the point of setting out with

his wife to meet his children at the Cape. A
counter-order, however, cancelled his leave.

The Company had decided upon sending more

troops to the frontier, and Colonel Somersetwas
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too valuable aman to lose, even for a fewm onths.

The compliment slightly soothed the gallant

soldier’s disappointment, and consoling him-

self by thinking he would see “the girls”

almost as soon, he put Mrs. Somerset on

board the mail packet, and hastened up the

country to take command of his regiment.

Mrs. Somerset—or, as we shall call her,

Helen—found Cape Town greatly changed,

and during the time she waited the arrival

of her daughters, it was a source of great

interest to take notes of what happened

around her, intending to read them for her

husband’s amusement on her return to India.

Though so many years had passed since her

former experience of a Cape life, she found

some old friends still there, by all of whom

she was warmly welcomed
;
but perhaps no

meeting gave her so much pleasure as that

with the Eev. Dr. Philip, who, with his
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wife, hastened to put their house, servants,

and carriages at her disposal.

“We knew your husband so intimately,”

said the good Doctor, u that I claim you as

an old friend, and as such order you to come

and take up your quarters, at any rate for

the present, in our house.”

Helen most gratefully accepted this wel-

come offer—knowing, as she well did, that

to Dr. Philip her husband attributed the

awakening of his first really Christian spirit

—and glad to think she would be able to

talk over her plans for the future with a

woman like his wife.

Dr. Philip was the warm-hearted and

untiring promoter of religious and educa-

tional enterprise in Southern Africa. Year

after year he had toiled undauntedly, patient

under opposition, and disarming every enemy

by the uniform consistency of his opinions,
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life, and work. The Missionary Society in

England felt his value, and knowing that

he acted for their welfare in all things,

left the African Missions entirely in his

hands
;
thus the good Doctor had become

absolute bishop of the Cape Colony; and,

though undistinguished by the title, enjoyed

all the power and homage of the highest

dignity. In the arduous duties of his post,

he was deeply indebted to his wife’s never-

failing good sense and help
;
to her fell the

work of secretary and reporter, and, during

his annual visitations to the outlying mis-

sionary posts, the entire management of

all the schools and various societies in

Cape Town—in fact, as her husband said,

“ she could even have preached for him, if

women were in the habit of doing so.” Her

daughters, of whom three remained un-

married, were very active, and though
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from youth unable to take a very promi-

nent part, went about quietly and unob-

served, doing good to whomsoever came in

their path; and it was to her daughters’

guidance that Mrs. Philip consigned Helen,

after showing her own share of the good

work. With one or other of them Helen rode

and walked about, seeing all the town

boasted, and in the evening hearing from

the Doctor himself long interesting accounts

of his travels amongst the natives in the

interior, of whom he spoke in high terms

;

deeply lamenting the false estimation in

which the settlers held their character, and

often predicting that ere long the bad

feelings generated by this contempt and

ill-treatment would break out in open war.

Sometimes, too, Dr. Philip gave Helen

equally interesting accounts of the old insti-

tutions still lingering in the colony—one of
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the most perverted was what was called the

Cammer Court.

This court was ostensibly to see justice

administered to the creditors and heirs of a

deceased colonist
;
but, from the avarice of

its members, and the general want of active

principle in the colony, it had become an

absolute system of extortion and plunder.

No sooner were the eyes of the dying

householder closed, than the agents of this

disgraceful society took possession of the

house, goods, and chattels, and, in the name

of the Cammer Court, claimed the right of

holding them for one year, or until all just

debts were discharged.

Meanwhile the unfortunate widow and

orphans were sent penniless upon the world,

dependent upon the charity of relatives,

who well knew the almost invariable answer

that would meet the demand for the resi-
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due of the property at the expiration of

the year
;
and that, when once in the hands

of the Cammer Court, all hope of any money

being saved was gone.

Talking of courts, we will take one more

note from Helen’s diary, and describe a

recent scene in a Cape Town court of justice.

According to an ancient custom, this court

was held with locked doors, whose portals

refused to yield even to the governor him-

self. The governors at the Cape had been

men of peace, and, rather than bring the

whole crash of reform upon their own

shoulders, had gone on quietly, each in the

steps of the other.

A change, however, was coming
;
a new

governor came, and, feeling interested in a

case, proposed attending the trial in person.

Surprised at the gaze of astonishment his

plan was received with, he made inquiry,
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became indignant at the slight upon his

authority, and, finally, determined to obtain

an entrance by force if not by persuasion.

Upon the day the trial began the governor

presented himself at the door of the court

house, demanding, in. no very patient terms,

an entrance. But the doors were locked,

and he was told no one, not the king him-

self, coidd enter. Bemonstrance was vain,

so his excellency tried power; and, by the

help of his escort, the door was lifted from

its hinges and an entrance effected. Making

a polite bow to the presiding jury, the in-

truder seated himself, heard the trial, and,

when the decision was given, dismissed the

astonished judge, telling him that he, the

governor, having the right of appointing

such, would see that the post was properly

filled. The next judge, however, was too

evidently a tool of the governor’s, who,



ADVENTURES IN CAEFRARIA. 13

having a strong taste for legislation, ex-

amined each case privately, and, as the

reader may believe, the sentence depended

principally upon his opinion.

About this time Judge Wylde arrived at

the Cape, armed with full authority from the

English crown, and, as is well known, both

willing and able to grapple with and con-

quer all opposition. Well might the inha-

bitants of Cape Town stare when, in his

opening speech, he addressed them in words

of which the following is but a short quota-

tion :

—

u I pledge myself, as under the eye

of Him who is judge of the whole earth,

that I shall not allow even his majesty to

dictate to mo in any judicial matter : I shall

acquit my conscience by giving a fair and

honest sentence.”

One more story of the inhabitants of Cape

Town and we have done.
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The shopkeepers were the most original

beings in the world. At a given hour the

doors of the establishment were closed, while

master and shopmen ate their dinner and

took their mid-day siesta, refusing resolutely

to attend to any business during these hours

(which occupied nearly half the day) of re-

laxation. Ilclen heard many laughable

accoimts of such easy-going merchants, but

still remained incredulous of the exact truth,

until one day she experienced the very

coolness she had doubted. Accidentally, or

carelessly, choosing the middle of the day

for a shopping excursion, she set off with an

officer’s wife to make the purchases she re-

quired. They entered a large shop; the

master, a stout sleepy-looking Dutchman,

sat behind the counter, almost invisible in a

cloud of smoke.

“ 1 want some printed cotton, Meinherr,”

said Helen.
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“Dat is likely, Madame,” was the re-

joinder.

“ Will you show me some,” asked Helen,

rather impatiently.

u Dat, you see, I cannot do
;

dis is the

horn* of rest, my lady
;

der is the cotton

—like him, why take him.”

Helen looked at the shelf, but it was far

beyond her reach, and, in despair, she tinned

to her companion to ask what was to be

done. Here she was only met by a laugh

;

her friend had often told her of the taciturn-

ity of the merchants, and was now not a little

amused at the truth meeting Helen’s own

observation.######
At last, Helen beheld her children, and

never had mother greater excuse for pride

than she had in calling the two fair girls

who clung to her, her daughters. She gazed
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from one to the other in tearful joy, tracing,

at least endeavouring to trace, the features

of the little girls she sent to England six

years before, and, with a heart overflowing

with love, trying to picture to herself their

father’s happiness in meeting such a realiza-

tion of his dreams. To rejoin him was now

her every wish. The days that must elapse

before she could get a passage to Bombay

seemed endless. At last the day was fixed,

and with eager haste Helen began to prepare

for their voyage.

Dr. Philip and his wife accompanied Mrs.

Somerset and her children on board, staying

with them until the heavy grating sound told

them the anchor was being hoisted. Then

came the parting, and partings are ever sad.

“"We shall meet again, my dear friend,”

said Helen, as the Doctor let her hand drop

out of his farewell grasp.
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The old man shook his head, and smiling,

pointed to Heaven. Naturally Helen’s eyes

followed his, hut she forgot all else in the

sudden chill of fear that rushed upon her

heart as the lurid glare of the setting sun

met her gaze. Suddenly recalled to herself

by a parting cheer from the sailors to their

friends on shore, she turned to speak another

word to Dr. Philip, but he, seizing the

moment she became so absorbed in the con-

templation of the sun, and anxious to avoid

the pain of a second leave-taking, was already

in the boat.

Springing to the side, Helen pointed to the

horizon, now one mass of gold, deepening

down to a blood-red crimson. For an in-

stant Dr. Philip turned his face towards it.

When he looked at Helen again a solemn

pallor had spread over his features, and, laying

his hand upon his heart, he bowed his head.

c
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“ Oil God ! have mercy upon my chil-

dren !” hurst involuntarily from Helen’s lips,

as a conviction flashed upon her that the pre-

sentiment was not mere imagination
;
hut,

seeing her daughters’ frightened and enquir-

ing gaze fixed upon her, by a violent effort

she shook off her painful thoughts to wave

an adieu to their watching friends on shore.
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CHAPTER II.

“ The breakers were right beneath her bows,

She drifted a dreary wreck,

And a whooping billow swept her crew

Like icicles from the deck.

“ She struck where the white and fleecy waves

Looked soft as carded wool

;

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side,

Like the horns of an angry bull.”

Longfellow.

Helen’s presentiment was soon to be

realized, though the gentle winds and un-

ruffled sea, during the first two days,

seemed to promise a speedy and pleasant

voyage.

The Captain, a bluff, honest old sailor

c 2



20 ADVENTURES IN CAFFRARIA.

spoke confidently of “running” into the

harbour a week sooner than, at that season,

could be calculated upon.

The second night set in calm and un-

usually warm. Heavy clouds obscured the

moon, whose light during the first two

nights had been almost dazzling, eclipsing

the gentle starlight. The change to intense

darkness was strangely sudden, and in spite

of herself, Helen’s gloomy forebodings re-

turned, so, unable to appear careless, or even

to hide her fears, she remained alone on

deck long after her usual hour.

The Captain was soon bustling about,

evidently getting the ship ready for a rough

night, and once Helen heard him ask the

master, in a low anxious tone, “ How far

they were from the coast ?”

At six bells, a thick wet mist had settled

on the ship, and, wet and weaiy, Helen
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reluctantly descended to the cabin, and

finding it deserted, she lay down upon one

of the sofas.

All was perfectly silent
;
the tread of feet

on the deck being carefully muffled, it

sounded far away, and Helen gradully sunk

into a light sleep. How long this lasted

she knew not, nor had she time to think.

She was awakened by a tremendous lurch

of the vessel throwing her upon the carpet,

and ere she could stagger to her feet, there

came a crash as if the deck had fallen in,

followed by shouting and trampling over-

head.

After a pause of intense anxiety, during

which the silence was even more frightful

than the former noise, the ship began to roll

heavily; the wind howled and whistled

angrily, growing louder and louder every

moment.
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Helen had succeeded in gaining a foot-

ing, and was about to attempt to find out

the cause of this disturbance, when the

terrified passengers, all women and children,

rushed into the cabin, and, with scared faces,

asked each other what had happened, a ques-

tion which of course no one could answer.

Helen clasped her children in her arms,

and, unable to control her agony as the

thought of losing them so soon burst upon

her, sat silently praying.

Presently the cabin door opened and

admitted the captain’s bluff face.

“Ah! ladies, got a fright, eh! It’s all

over now. We were struck by lightning
;

but all’s well. Poor things ! don’t be fright-

ened. I’ve a wife at home.”

So saying, he shut the door, leaving the

trembling creatures to quiet their fears as

best they could.
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All now crowded round Helen, begging

her to tell them what to do. After trying

to assure them that the immediate danger

was evidently past, she, seeing nothing would

convince them, bade her daughters remain

below, whilst she went on deck to ascertain

what had happened.

The scene of confusion which there met

her eye banished all other thoughts. The

foremast was gone, and, without a stitch

of canvass, they were flying, as if im-

pelled by wings, before the gale
;
the sea

being wrapped in a veil of intense dark-

ness.

Helen had scarcely reached the deck, when

a flash of lightning, more vivid than she had

ever seen, illumined the sky, disclosing the

sea, white with foam, seething and rolling

like a boiling cauldron
;
the gleam was fol-

lowed by a terrific peal of thunder
;

the
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winds, seemingly paralyzed, sank into a

mournful sobbing sound, tlie vessel remain-

ing almost motionless for about a quarter of

an hom-. During this time the sky appeared

one blaze of light, flashes breaking from

every point of the compass, while the

thunder kept up one continual roll, rattling

and crashing like mighty artillery.

Helen stood spell-bound, utterly unable to

move, yet scarcely feeling afraid. The

sight roused her courage, and, sheltering

herself from the spray behind a skylight,

she watched the flashes, standing like a spirit

of the storm itself.

The crew stared at her as they hurried

past, almost frightened at the sight of a

woman at such a moment
;
but Helen hardly

saw them—her thoughts were far away.

The wind now began to steal across her

cheek
;
a little sharp gust whistled past her;
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then one more angry
;
another and another

followed, until she was forced to cling to

her support with both hands. Yet still she

lingered
;

to go below seemed impossible,

and, though each moment the heaving of the

vessel and force of the breeze became more

difficult to withstand, she threw one arm

round a rope, and, grasping it firmly with

the other, managed to steady her slight

form : her courage rising with the roar of

wind and wave, while her heart throbbed

with intense excitement, sending the red

blood flushing to her pale cheek.

Suddenly the captain’s hand was laid

upon her shoulder. Helen did not start

;

her bright eager eyes turned to seek consola-

tion in the sailor’s face, but after a long look

and finding none, she said quietly :—
“ Shall we be lost, Captain Hervey ?”

“ God bless me, how cool you are, Madam

;
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Yes ! no ! that is, no, no ! I hope not
;

we are in the hands of God. The helm is

gone, we have no power over the poor old

ship. Poor old girl, she has been roughly

handled, and is rebellious, hut we will do

yet. If this wind lasts it will carry us into

the open sea again—but it* it changes on

shore God help us !”

Helen asked no more, she knew she had

heard all she could; and, shuddering, she

echoed the words “ God help us !”

The captain was still beside her when the

wind fell, as if suddenly caught by an in-

visible hand. Heaving one or two heavy

sighs it sank to rest, and there' was a death-

like calm; the very sea resting from its

strife.

So fearful was the silence that the ticking

of the captain’s watch struck upon Helen’s

ear.
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“By G—,
it’s all over with, us;” broke in

a low desperate tone from his lips, and for a

•moment he seemed overcome
;
then, rousing

himself, he asked Helen to wait for him,

and hurried off to consult with his officers,

leaving her sick at heart, though calm and

collected, ready for any emergeucy. Again

the thought of her children had well nigh

unnerved her. Then hope for them seemed

to banish fear, she felt they would be saved,

and a prayer to Almighty God broke from

her lips. The captain returned.

“ I Avill do all I can, Madam,” he said, in

answer to her look of inquiry, “and you

must help me. The storm is only gathering

strength, the wind changing in shore, and

in half an hour we shall be driving before it.

I have ordered the boats to be ready
;
and,

in case of the worst, go below and prepare

them. Please divide them into two lots, and
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bring them up when I give the word.

Thank heaven ijon are here. I shall do all

I can, even for my own sake, or her’s, who is

in happy old England, if not for my own.”

The good man dashed his hand across his

eyes, and clasping Helen’s hand, led her to

the ladder.

Helen grasped the hard hand holding

her’s, and felt in her inmost heart courage

and trust in this man’s knowledge. She

was ready to comfort others, and forget her-

self
;
ready to save others, even at the sacri-

fice of life itself
;
for the thought then flashed

upon her that the boats could not hold all,

and some must be left behind
;
if any, Helen

felt she would be one.

In the cabin a terrible scene was enact-

ing
;
women giving way to every description

of despair, kneeling, confessing, and bewail-

ing their fate
;
some shrieking or laughing
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fearfully in violent hysterics
;
and a few

who, having spirits with them, had at-

tempted to lull fear and were now lying

about the floor laughing and sneering at the

agony or prayers around them.

Upon a sofa, apart from the rest, sat

her daughters. They had endeavoured to

console some of the women, but, find-

ing words in vain, gave it up in despair,

and sat down to wait their mother’s return,

feeling, as all who knew Helen did, that

she would not forget them, but do what was

right.

“ Oh ! mother,” exclaimed Annie, as she

saw Helen enter
;
“is there no hope ?”

Her mother’s voice faltered as she whis-

pered, “Hone, except in God. You and

Helen must obey me implicitly
;
remember

I am your mother, and whatever I hid you

do, do it without a question. At a moment
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of this kind, time is everything, and an idle

word may ruin us all.”

The poor gilds threw their arms round her,

beseeching her only to let them be close to

her.

Seeing the misery of all, and witli a heart

bleeding for the poor children, who, only half

understanding the danger, had huddled

together in little groups, Helen made an

attempt to reason with some of the women,

until at last by dint of kind expostulation

and whispers of hope, she instilled a little

calmness into the breasts of a few, and was

in the act of kneeling beside one poor pros-

trate wretch when a tremendous shock threw

her down, and the words u She has struck

the rocks,” seemed boomed in her ear.

A yell, such as can only be heard at such

a moment of despair, rang through the cabin;

Helen clasped her hands over her ears, and,
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staggering up, rushed to the cabin door, her

limbs regaining their strength as her courage

returned.

The deck was all in a blaze, the lightning

having fired the rigging, up which the red

flame danced and sparkled.

The sailors were in the fore part of the ship,

which was apparently resting upon some-

thing, while the sea dashed angrily over the

hull. Helen, unable to keep her feet upon

the steep and slippery deck, lay down,

waiting, in hopes of seeing the captain

return.

She had been but a moment when a

bright flash showed a dark line ahead,

it was the dreaded rocks of which she

had been told
;
just then a gust of wind

striking the after ship at the same instant

with a tremendous sea, she was lifted up.

Another wave, a heavy grating sound, and,
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with a bound, she pitched forward and lay-

shuddering inside the reef.

A loud cheer rose above the noise, and

Helen heard the captain’s voice order the

men to make the boats ready, then there

was an eager tramping, and cheering shouts

from the sailors.

Holding on by the rigging, or whatever

else came in her way, Helen made towards

a group of men.

“ Where is the captain ? ” she asked

;

touching one of them.

The man started as if a spirit had spoken,

then recovering himself he offered to take

her forward. Helen clasped his arm and let

him lead her on.

Captain Hervey smiled sadly as she stood

by him.

“We may float a few hours, but must

get the women ashore
;

” and he laid stress
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upon the Avord must, plainly showing his

determination. “ Go to them, Mrs. Somer-

set, bring half on deck, and make the others

wait patiently
;

all may yet be well. There

is a bay here, if the boat can reach the lee of

the land, all may be saved.”

Helen found her task easier than she

anticipated, the poor women saw her quiet

courage and obeyed mechanically. Standing

ou either side just as she placed them, the

only trial she had was with her children;

they wished to wait for the second boat, see-

ing that she meant to do so
;

but the

first was the strongest, and Helen’s heart

sank between love and duty
;
she would,

perhaps, have yielded to the latter had

not a secret voice whispered, 11 Forget they

are thine—think of their father, widowed

and childless.” That thought decided

her.

D
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The girls, faithful to their promise, silently

took their places side by side, while, with an

averted eye, the mother led the way on

deck.

It is far beyond my pen to describe the

launching of the boats. The first was got

easily down in a lull of the wind
;
but, alas,

for the second. Heavily laden already, two

half frantic women of the few who, perforce,

had been left behind, swung themselves over

the side, and plunged into the boat as she

touched the water.

Unfortunately, a wave catching her at the

same instant, she lurched heavily to one

side, wavered for a moment, and then,

horrible to relate, went down
;
a shriek rose

from the dark water, and all was over.

Helen fell upon her knees and, in a burst

of tears, thanked God that her children were

not there.
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Presently tlie captain raised her, and,

bidding her keep heart, told her they might

float five or six hours longer, the men were

working hard at the pumps, and the ship,

though filling slowly, was still floating

high.

A couple of hours passed, during which

Helen seemed to live an age of agony and

anxiety. The storm gusts bore the poor

ship along like lightning, and gradually

she deepened in the water, the waves every

few minutes swept her decks, carrying

off the crew, one by one, to them watery

rest.

Helen was sheltered from both wind and

wave, and lay patiently waiting the end

—the end of all.

Another hour
;
the storm was wilder than

ever, the waves fiercer and higher
;
sea after

sea washed over the devoted vessel.

d 2
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Suddenly a terrific -wave seemed to lift

her to the clouds, slio hung poised for a

moment upon its crest, the wave broke, and

the ship fell with a crash that split her from

stem to stern, and, the wave receding, left

her jammed in, high and dry, actually

perched between a fissure in the cliffs.

Helen heard the captain’s voice shout “ God

bless you,” as the wave sucked the remaining

crew back with it
;
she felt the shuddering

vibration as wave after wave struck and

forced the wreck yet firmer between the

rocks. A wild fear rushed over her, she

thought she was dying, and shrieked aloud

for help
;
her voice brought no answer

;
she

shrieked again, then, with a wild laugh of

agonized excitement, clasped her throbbing

temples and, crying, My children ! my chil-

dren ! fainted.
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CHAPTER III.

“ How calm, how beautiful comes on

The stilly hour when storms are gone,

When warring winds have died away,

And clouds, beneath the glancing ray,

Melt off, and leave the land and sea

Sleeping in bright tranquillity.”

Mooke.

When Helen recovered from the fainting

tit into which she had fallen, she tried to

look around; but darkness still threw a veil

over all, and she sank hack to rest upon the

hard deck; and so completely worn out by

fatigue and excitement, that she did not

awake until the sun had risen, and was

shining down upon her from a cloudless sky,
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so bright and pure that it seemed to her

bewildered senses as if the past was only a

terrible dream. Yet, the broken dismantled

vessel speedily forced the truth before her,

and the events of the night rose, one by

one, in her memory.

Tears, at length, partly relieved her throb-

bing brain, and in fancy she saw the boat

that held her treasures passing away into the

black darkness; then the fearful accident

that overwhelmed the second. Again the

storm was howling in her ears—the poor

labouring ship groaning in its power. Again

Captain Hervey’s voice rang in her ears.

Rising to her feet, she tried to stand, but,

cold and benumbed, fell back, with a groan,

and putting her hands over her ears, she

tried to shut out from her imagination the

memory of those dreadful haunting sounds.

Above, the deep blue of the heavens
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seemed smiling
;
yet still the sounds followed

her.

She reasoned all was over, and used her

utmost strength to banish memory. All was

in vain : the storm, the shrieks, and crash of

the stricken ship filled the air, and Helen’s

heart grew cold as she thought

—

“ I am mad!”

With a wild effort she rose, but again fell

back, and a cry of agony burst from her lips,

yet so strange and hoarse that she started at

the sound, and, covering her face, shuddered,

as she muttered

—

“ Mad, mad, mad !”

Suddenly a prayer rose involuntarily to

her lips, and, sobbing, she asked Heaven’s

help—praying for her children’s safety, and

for him whose anguish she feared more than

death itself.

Helen was roused by the sound of a human
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voice, and presently a black face peered over

the edge of the ship: the eyes glared at her

with a frightened look, and the head was

withdrawn, but only for a few seconds.

It came again, gazed cautiously at her;

then a long, lean, black arm followed, and,

in another instant, a Bushman sat perched

upon the side, grinning from ear to ear.

After some time, he jumped down, and

cautiously drew near.

Then, growing bolder, he touched her

head—drawing his hand away, with an ex-

pression of surprise
;
but, again approaching,

he laid his whole hand upon her face, and

rubbed it gently, looking with great curiosity

all the time.

Helen’s courage had partly returned, and

seeing the black man did not look dangerous,

she attempted to rise, to show him that she

wished to make him take her on shore.
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But, as soon as she began to move, he

sprang up, and, with a shrill cry, clambered

over the side, and disappeared.

In a few minutes Helen heard a suppressed

talking, the language being perfectly strange,

and consisting of a harsh, click-clack sort of

tone.

The voices grew higher as the speakers

seemed more earnest.

They were evidently in a hot dispute, and

Helen was almost relieved when her first

visitor popped his ugly face back again alone,

and then clambered over, though quickly

followed by three more, even worse than

himself.

They gathered round Helen, chattering

like so many monkeys, all speaking at once,

gesticulating violently the while, throwing

about their long lean arms and legs, and

,
t
twisting their bodies into strange contortions.
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After a sliort time, each in turn rubbed

her face, and expressed the same signs of

surprise the first had done. Then one of

them took her hand, and held it alongside

his own dark fingers.

They all laughed loudly, and, bringing

water, rubbed Helen’s amis until the skin

became red. This amused them still more,

and pointing to their lips, they seemed to

compare them.

Thinking there could not be much to fear

from such merry savages, Helen began to

try to make them comprehend her wish to

go on shore. After trying for some time,

she at last succeeded
;
and, before she could

collect her strength to attempt to move,

she was lifted on their shoulders, and, in

another minute, was lying upon the black

rock, gazing, in speechless wonder, at the

scene around.
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Before her the sea lay calm as a lake, not

a ruffled wave giving token of the fearful

night of storm.

Behind her, and many yards helow, was a

smooth sandy basin, enclosed by high rocks,

out of which, in many directions, rose little

columns of smoke, telling of human habita-

tions.

The most wonderful object of all was the

wrecked vessel, perched in mid air, between

two rocks, the sky shining through her whole

length, for she was completely split in half.

Could that shattered, broken thing, many

feet above her native element, be the glorious

ship that so lately seemed to “walk the

waters like a thing of life,” and echoed to

the cheerful voices of her brave crew ?—that

shattered wreck, once the pride of poor

Captain Hervey’s heart, and, next to his

wife, his most loved treasure ?
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And ho—where was he ?

Where the gallant crew ? All, all gone !

Lost to the world, and those who loved

them
;

for, excepting the few who had gone

in the first boat, every man had perished.

Helen’s thoughtswere again travelling back

to the storm, when she was a second time lifted

and carried down the rocks, her bearers never

stopping until they laid her upon a mound of

warm white sand, above which towered the

crags down which they had come.

Here, after a consultation, they all left

her, and departed.

Helen’s eyes followed them; but one after

another vanished, as if they had burrowed

in the sand or rocks, and not a sign of any

one remained.

For some time she lay pondering over her

probable fate, wondering who she had fallen

among, and what manner of men these
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strange creatures were. They were, she

at last conjectured, and as it ultimately

transpired, Bushmen; or, at leastf a race

between Bushmen and Kaffirs — larger

than the former, hut, from exposure and

want, not possessing the athletic forms

and boasted strength of the true, or pure,

Kaffir.

After waiting some time, puzzled that

they did not return, Helen attempted to

creep towards the rocks, in hopes of obtain-

ing some shelter from the burning sun,

whose rays, shooting down upon her parched

skin, produced the most excruciating thirst.

In vain she looked for some pool which

even, though salt, might at least cool her

skin. In vain she tried to call aloud, to

attract the savages’ attention
;
her lips re-

mained motionless, while her tongue rattled

against her teeth.
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By an almost supernatural effort she stag-

gered to her feet and gazed wildly round

;

when, with a bounding heart, she saw a little

stream of clear sparkling water rushing over

the white sand. It was many yards away,

but Helen, frantic with thirst, rushed on;

madness lent strength to her limbs, and she

reached the stream.

Stretching out her arms she plunged her

head into the clear water and took a long

de'ep draught
;
then, with a shriek of agony,

sprang up, and, staggering for an instant,

fell back in frightful convulsions.

The water was salt

!

Many eyes, unknown to her, had been

observing her every movement. Helen had

no sooner fallen than more than a dozen

black figures appeared and gathered round

her writhing form, endeavouring to calm

and soothe her as best they could, and all
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showing plainly their pity, though poor

Helen was perfectly insensible of it.

After the most violent paroxysm of the

fit had subsided, they carried her into a cave

formed by the rocks, and there laid her very

carefully upon a bed of dry sand. Milk was

poured into her parched mouth by a

shrivelled old blackie, whose sex was only

discernible by the shrill tone of her voice,

and, perhaps, her gentleness to the poor

sufferer.

Helen owed her preservation to a party of

natives, who, their supply of meat failing,

had set off in a body, to lay in a stock of

fish, and, having collected enough, were

on the point of returning to the upper

plains when the storm took place.

The wreck detained them some days, but,

at last, having completely gutted the ship,

they prepared for a start, taking Helen, still
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in a state of insensibility, along with them.

This they managed by forming a sort of litter

and bearing it in turn.

After travelling nearly two days over

sandy and almost barren plains, they reached

the village of a chief, where many of them

remained
;
and the others, after resting a

few hours, again continued their journey,

about noon next day reaching their king’s

village.

Xo sooner was their arrival known than

the place seemed to swarm with people,

shouting and clapping their hands. Of this

the band, however, took no notice, not

even speaking
;
but marched solemnly up to

a large hut in the middle of the camp, which

was, in fact, that of their king, to whom

they came to report the result of their expe-

dition, and to 'how the wonderful white

woman.
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The king, an old infirm man, was seated

upon a sort of platform covered with skins,

surrounded by his wives, who at once

crowded round Helen, evincing the greatest

wonder, mingled with exclamations of dis-

gust and dislike
;
the cause evidently being

a fear lest his majesty should choose Helen

as his chief wife.

The king, however, loved peace, and,

being pretty well acquainted with the dis-

positions of his large family, thought better

of it, and, after looking at the stranger with

much the same air a countryman gazes at

an Egyptian mummy in the British Museum,

he presented her as extra wife to the savage

who had had the happiness to discover her,

and, dismissing the party, bade his ladies

prepare supper.

Helen, though still too weak to move, had

some idea of what was going on, but, being

E
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perfectly unable to stir hand or foot, was

completely at the mercy of her captors, who,

after parading her through the village,

followed by a crowd of people, who only left

her when she was laid in a hut at the out-

skirts of the encampment
;
and fires having

been lighted in every direction, they were

summoned to feast off the good things

brought by the fishing party.

Before leaving Ilelcn, a jar of milk and a

sort of hard cake were placed near her, so

that, if she could, she might help herself;

and then, putting a log across the opening

which served as entrance, they left her

alone.

After making many ineffectual attempts

to raise her head, Helen at last succeeded in

wetting her lips with the fresh sweet milk

;

becoming stronger, she managed to take a

long draught, and never had she tasted any-
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thing half so sweet or refreshing as that cool

draught of new milk
;

and, thanking Him

whose mercy had preserved her in such a

wonderful manner, she fell into a quiet

sleep.

Ho sooner did her regular breathing give

token of sleep, than the log was stealthily

removed, a little black figure glided in, and

noiselessly crept up to Helen’s couch, where

it knelt, gazing with inquiring earnestness

upon her face, and bent lower and lower

until his breath moved the hair upon

her forehead. As the hail- stirred the in-

truder sprang hack, and, uttering a sup-

pressed exclamation of fear, seemed inclined

to run away
;
but, apparently thinking better

of it, he examined the jar of milk, and

nodded approvingly when it was discovered

to be empty.

The black now touched Helen, lifting the

e 2
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handkerchief that concealed her neck, and

another smothered exclamation broke forth,

as the little gold chain which supported

Helen’s watch met his eager eyes. His

hand was instantly upon the glittering

string, it slid down until the little watch

was drawn out, which, happening to be one

that only required winding weekly, was

ticking merrily away, careless alike of

wreck, or the strange hands it was now in.

“ Ugh !” exclaimed the blackie, dropping

the little thing and starting to his feet,

thinking it was a living god of the white

woman’s, and, with open ears, listening,

horror-struck, to the regular “ tick, tick ” of

the poor little watch.

For some time he stood perfectly paralyzed

by fear
;

then seeing that, though it still

spoke, it did not make any movement, he

gained a little courage, and, venturing nearer,
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put his face down towards the object of his

fear. Then his eyes caught the motion of

the minute hand, and, with a regular shriek

of horror, he this time took to his heels and

disappeared.

Presently, however, he returned, bringing

with him two women, who, after examining

Helen very carefully, and looking with great

reverence at the watch, retired with the first

visitant to a corner of the hut, where they

held a consultation, which ended in their

lifting the bed, upon which Helen lay, so

gently as not to disturb her sleep
;

and.

having, with some trouble, got it fairly out

of the hut, they set off at a quick trot, care-

fully avoiding the fires of the still feasting

natives.

They were soon upon the open plain, and

when once beyond the outskirts of their

tribe they gave way to a perfect triumph of
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delight, laughing and singing loud enough

to awaken Helen, who, however, was soon

lulled to sleep again by the rocking motion

of her litter, and slept soundly while her

bearers trotted on at full speed through the

long hours of the night, keeping up a low

chant as they went, and very seldom stop-

ping even for a moment.
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CHAPTER IV.

For famine had smitten

The pride of life low,

And agony written

On heart and on brow.

Gekald Massey.

Day was breaking when the party who

had borne off Helen reached a halting-place.

This was a hut, built of sticks and mud,

though half formed by digging a large cave

in the side of a hill : in it a bright fire was

blazing cheerfully, by the side of which a

woman lay fast asleep.

The noise made by the travellers awoke

the mistress of the hut, by whom they were
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welcomed with much delight—a delight in-

creased tenfold at the sight of Helen.

She immediately began to prepare a couch,

by laying all the skins in the hut into a

heap; and then, watching for a movement

symptomatic of Helen’s awaking, she knelt

down, and, gently taking her hand, whis-

pered—
“You English lady, mam: I speak your

tongue. You be dam welcome.”

At first Helen stared in the woman’s

face, utterly at a loss to know where she

was; but, beginning to comprehend, and

reading kindness in the ugly black face,

she laid her weary and aching head upon

the poor creature’s shoulder, and wept

bitterly.

“ Yo cry so bad, mam; no sob and cry,

you be safe. "We good peoples in de bush.

My man catch fish, when he can get him.
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We no hurt you, lubly white mam : we feed

you, and lub you ever so much.”

“Thank God!” sobbed Helen.

“ Oh, you God quite safe. My man tell

me so. Here am is. Oh, my stars !
pretty

little talky God, not ugly dam Fetish, like

black fellows have.”

Helen looked with some curiosity at her

new friend, wondering how she could speak

English, and yet he so dreadfully ignorant;

hut she remembered hearing that native chil-

dren were often brought into the homes of

the settlers, who, requiring from them their

strength, only gave them food and house-room

in return, and who, forgetting God them-

selves, were not likely to teach poor savages

the good they held so lightly.

Seeing Helen’s weakness, the kind old

black woman ordered every one out of the

hut; and then, taking off Helen’s clothes,
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rubbed her all over with a sort of oil,

stretching her limbs as she did so, and

talking the time of how she loved to see

English people.

The operation of nibbing was very refresh-

ing; and when, instead of her own clothes,

she was enveloped in a large blanket, Helen

felt wonderfully comfortable and well.

The self-appointed nurse then recalled her

husband and daughters, and, with their

help, began to prepare supper, of which

Helen, much to the black host’s gratification,

managed to eat a little. He, poor man, after

listening to a voluble oration from his wife,

stood gazing with great wonder at Helen,

rubbing his hands and chuckling when he

saw how she talked with his wife, and utter-

ing now and then a low laugh expressive of

his delight.

The warmth of the fire soon brought on a
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sensation of drowsiness, and Helen fell fast

asleep, feeling in as perfect security as she

had ever done in her native land.

For many days Helen lay in a helpless

state
;
at times, her mind wandering to far

different scenes, she would talk to her kind

nurses as if they were her children, hut, at

last, gradually recovering strength, she be-

came more collected, though long scarcely

able to move.

It was nearly a month after Helen had

been domiciled with this kind family that

she observed an unusual excitement in the

voice and gestures of the natives. From the

corner where, concealed by a screen of skins,

she lay, she could distinguish strange voices,

rising at times as if in anger, then sinking

into expressions of the most heartrending

grief. After listening with much anxiety,

in vain hope of her nurses appearing to
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explain their troubles, Helen fell into a sort

of cloze, only partially awaking when one of

the girls lifted her curtain to place a jar of

milk within her reach.

Had Helen been awake, the girl’s sadness

must have excited her curiosity; but, as it

was, she only saw the well-known face, and,

thanking her with a smile, again closed her

eyes.

Hight was gathering in when Helen awoke

from her sleep, and became conscious that

the hut was deserted. The fire having

died out, all was silent, cold, and dismal,

and Helen lay listening for the returning

footsteps of her friends.

Darkness came, and still she was alone.

Hour after hour passed slowly away without

bringing the welcome sound.

At last she heard a quick tread, and,

lifting up the curtain, she watched the
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open cloonvay. The noise drew nearer and

nearer, and was accompanied by a short thick

breathing, evidently some wild animal.

Helen sat spell-bound, and presently the

entrance was blocked up, and a pair of red

eyes glared in.

The breathing changed into a snort as the

animal caught a glimpse of Helen, who,

scarcely knowing what she did, shrieked

aloud for help.

The lion—for her visitor was no less

—

uttered a growl, and, evidently being of a

timid and peaceful disposition, backed hastily,

and getting clear of the hut, trotted quickly

off, leaving Helen impressed with a high

sense of the gallantry of the monarch of the

desert, but truly alive to the real danger of

her situation.

Providentially, no other animal came near

the hut, and, at daybreak, Helen, still
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weak and now worn out, fell asleep. Upon

awaking, and finding herself still the sole

occupant of the hut, strange misgivings

began to steal into her mind. Was it pos-

sible that the natives had deserted her? She

had heard from Dr. Thilip tales of their

superstition. Could it be that some misfor-

tune had happened to the tribe, which they

attributing to her, thus left her, helpless

and unguarded, to perish by some wild

beast, or, more terrible still, of hunger ?

A few days before, Helen had looked

death in the very face, had braved her

destiny, and risen triumphant over the weak-

ness of human nature: now, as the horrors of

her position lay before her in all their calm,

unvarnished nakedness, a cold perspiration

broke from every pore, and, with a beating

heart, she prayed that her fears might not

prove true. Conscious she must prepare for



ADVENTURES IN CAFERARIA. 63

the worst, she attempted, by thinking of the

storm, to nerve herself, and bear as she once

had done
;
hut the scene was very different.

Then
,
the wildness and beauty of Nature

rioted around, thundering in her ears and

steeling her heart to meet anything. Noiv,

not a breath of air stirred the dead silence

;

a heated air crept into the hut, depressing

every nerve, until at last, covering her face,

she gave way to a flood of tears.

Welcome was the hand that, in a few

minutes, was laid gently upon hers; and,

oh ! welcome tenfold the voice that asked

her, “ Why you cry, white mam?”

Unseen by Helen, the poor black woman

had been watching for some time, until, a

tear stealing down her own wrinkled face,

she crept stealthily in, and, kneeling by the

bed, spoke.

Helen’s answer was to throw her arms
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round her neck, and beseech her not to leave

her again.

The native woman shook her head sadly,

as she murmured—
“We hab no food dis many day. Bos

gone to look for him. No hab such frights,

Missa; Bos find him, and come soon. We
all are bery much hungry.”

A light broke upon Helen. She now

remembered that, though they had given her

food, she had not seen them eat anything for

several days—a circumstance which did not,

at the time, make any impression, thinking,

as she did, that they ate out of the hut.

Now, however, the truth was evident :

while starving themselves they had given all

to her
;
and, overcome by gratitude, she took

the old woman’s hand and pressed it to her

lips, saying, in a voice trembling with

emotion

—
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“ I am not hungry. I am very sorry”

—

. “Not have hunger?” said the woman,

opening her eyes. “ Look.”

She held out her long, shrivelled arms.

“Look,” she continued, “all like that;

legs, back, all hone and skin—had nothing

in stomach. You no see my baby. Him

starve. Bos put him in ground, and hah

gone to look to find food too late for poor

little ‘one.” Her tears flowed fast as the

poor creature told her sad tale.

Helen, who had no idea of the distress

which had been within the very house, lay

pondering sadly upon the unintentional sel-

fishness she had been guilty of.

After some time she questioned her nurse

as to the extent of the famine; and now

gathered the whole story. How, as food

became scarcer and rarer, they moved

down the country towards a great fishing

F
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river; the continued heat gradually dried

the stream, the poor fish taking refuge

in pools, or flying to the mouth of the

river. At last, made desperate by want,

the party set off towards the coast to fish

and supply the tribe.

All went well for some time, but the last

expedition had found the whole line of coast

infested by a hostile tribe, and being but a

very small party, the fishers were easily

taken and cut to pieces, one only escaping

to tell the sad news.

"When this disaster reached the camp, a

general council was held, a war party

selected, armed, and dispatched, to avenge

their murdered brothers.

The news of their fate had not reached

the camp, which was only waiting the return

of their warriors to move back into the hill

country, the season having advanced far
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enough to promise them abundance in their

hunting-grounds.

Seeing that the poor woman forgot her

hunger and troubles when talking, Helen

seized the opportunity of gaining some clue

to her knowledge of English. It was much

as she thought. The woman had been left at

a settler’s when ten years old, in consequence

of a famine, which rendering her mother

desperate, she had absolutely sold her

daughter for a few pounds of flour.

The little slave was brought up by the

settlers
;
working all day, and, in return,

having food and clothing, was too thank-

ful, when the drudgery of the day was

over, to creep to the out-house where she

slept.

At last, when about eighteen, she could

bear the blows and rough treatment no

longer, and ran off, joining a party of Caffres,

f 2
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who hacl come to the frontier on a bartering

expedition. AYith them she lived until she

married.

Such was the simple tale to which Helen

listened, becoming every moment more in-

terested in her hostess.

It was late ere the good man returned

and brought the sad news that no food was

to be had, their only chance of obtaining any

being an immediate journey into the hill

country of the interior.

To Helen a journey further inland seemed

tantamount to cutting off all hope of her

rescue by Europeans
;
and no wonder if she

heard the intelligence with consternation,

feeling, too, how utterly incapable of moving

she was; she begged the black woman to

leave her behind, and let her perish even

there. But this Zillah vehemently opposed,

saying they would carry her; and, silencing
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all objections, began, with her daughters, to

prepare for their precipitous flight.

Soon after midnight all was ready, their

few household goods being rolled in a sort

of blanket, generally used as a cloak, and

strapped upon the girls’ shoulders
;

their

only difficulty now being how they were to

carry Helen.

She anxiously made an effort to walk, but,

after tottering a dozen steps, she fell, sick and

fainting with the exertion
;

so, as the kind

creatures again refused to leave her, she

proposed to them to lie down upon one of

their karosses (the blanket before spoken

of) and let them each bear up a corner;

thus distributing their labour as much as

possible.

With a laugh at her anxiety, the old

couple seized the ends, and, lifting her

easily, set off at a quick march, followed by
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the girls, who endeavoured to lighten the

journey by keeping up the usual monotonous

chant, never ceasing during all the loa

night; nor did they pause till the hour

of sunrise, when, coming to a little stream,

they sat down.

The scenery was strangely new to Helen,

totally different to any she had ever come

across before.

Wide undulating plains, covered by long

white grass, bleached by the rays of the sun,

stretched on all sides, unbroken save by a

little green patch here and there, giving

token of a spring, and looking wonderfully

out of place in the waste of parched straw

around.

The only approach to a bush being the

ugly stunted thorns called by travellers

u Wait-a-bit” thorns.

There was nothing of the oft-told beauty
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of Africa in those hard, sun-dried plains,

looking doubly dismal in the moonless haze

of a sultry night.

Knowing there was not another stream

within a day’s journey, it was determined to

halt.

Unstrapping their burdens, the gii'ls began

tearing up the grass, and, hastily weaving it

into a sort of mat, with the aid of thorns,

constructed a shelter : all the time working

quickly and steadily, each doing precisely

what was wanted
;
and yet not a word had

been spoken since they determined to stay

there.

After watching them with great interest,

Helen managed to reach the edge of the

stream, or, more properly, pool
;
for the water

had here collected and remained perfectly

motionless. She had bathed her face, and

was cooling her burning hands, when she
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was startled by a red glow, seeming to burst

from the surface of the water.

Starting, she looked round.

Never did a more magnificent sight burst

upon human eye.

The glowing pool was but a faint reflec-

tion of the glorious sky—the whole being

one sheet of molten gold, from which

pillar-like clouds of the same dazzling

brilliancy were streaming up towards the

zenith.

Suddenly the verge of the horizon became

streaked by rose and purple, succeeded by

a dazzling radiance of an indescribable hue;

and then, in an instant, the sun, in all his

glory, burst forth, the mists floated away,

losing themselves in eternal space, leaving

the triumphant monarch of the sky a bound-

less path of deep fathomless blue : that blue

into which the eye gazes, on and on, rising
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to the unknown world of light beyond.

Nor did Helen, as she looked upon this

scene, wonder at the worship of such a

god.

After watching the last golden cloud fade

away, Helen turned to her companions

;

they were fast asleep, utterly regardless of the

glories that had banished fatigue, and even

sorrow itself, from the exile’s heart.

Beside Zillah lay a folded kaross, with a

pillow of dry grass, ready for her guest
;
but

thought was too busy in Helen’s heart
;
she

had no inclination to sleep
;
so she leant back,

and gazed along the waves of grass, as,

moving to and fro, they kept up a ceaseless

murmur not unlike the sighing of a summer

breeze, yet with a ringing tone resembling

the iEolian harp. They awakened sad

memories—memories of the past, and dark

foreboding thoughts of the future.
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The blue vault above her became obscured;

a dirge was moaning over her hopes
;
and,

utterly wretched, she at length turned

willingly to the couch prepared for her.

Feeling a comfort from the presence of her

companions, she lay down and wept herself

to sleep.
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CHAPTER Y.

Columns of shining smoke uprose, and flashes of flame

were

Thrust through their folds and withdrawn, like the

quivering hands of a martyr.

# * * # #

Then a sound of dread, such as startles the sleeping

encampments

When the wild horses, affrighted, sweep by with the

speed of the whirlwind,

Or the bellowing herds of buffaloes rush to the river.

Such was the sound that arose on that night.

Longfellow.

For three days and nights they travelled,

subsisting upon a bulbous root resembling

an onion, which, though unpalatable at first,

hunger soon sweetened. The aspect of the
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country had but slightly changed, the hills

being somewhat higher, and the grass of

rather a finer kind
;

still, however, not a

trace of a living animal was perceptible.

The fourth night had set in, and, after a

rest, they were just beginning their usual

march, when a sound, resembling the ad-

vance of a troop of cavalry, arrested their

attention.

Xearer and nearer came the tramping.

The natives threw themselves flat upon

the ground, and pulled Helen with them
;

the old woman uttered, in a low whisper, the

word “ Deer,” and pointed to the spears

already quivering in her daughters’ grasp.

The sound became every moment more

distinct, until the leaders made a sudden

halt at the top of the little steep em-

bankment under which the eager hunters

lay.
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The head of a magnificent buck appeared

over the long grass, then another, another,

and another.

They had evidently got the wind of the

natives, though they were as yet unable to

discover the real danger, and stood snuffing

the air with dilated nostrils.

One or two moments of intense anxiety

passed, during which the timid animals

seemed twice on the point of turning; but

the herd were pressing on, their panting

gradually growing louder, as troop after

troop crowded forward
;
and at last, unable

to stem the pressing current, the leaders

sprang forward, bounding over the heads of

their deadly enemies.

One was checked even in his spring, and,

uttering a shrill cry, fell, pierced by the

spears of Andries and his daughters.

Loud as his cry was, it came too late : on
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rushed the herd, and seeing the body of

their companion, they increased their spring,

so that only one of the remaining deer fell a

victim.

On they galloped, until Helen thought

there was to be no end to them
;
but at last

all had gone by, and Zillah, grasping her

round the neck, exclaimed—
“ Xo starb now, deary! lots of flesh.

Deer bery good. Oh, them jolly deer !”

Giving way to her delight, she rolled, half

frantic, on the ground, clapping her hands

and uttering wonderful chuckles of delight,

suddenly pausing to jump up and help to

cut up the welcome prize.

This was done quickly and skilfully, the

flesh being formed into long strips, and then

laid over grass ropes, which one of the girls

was now busily twisting.

In less time than Helen believed it possi-
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ble, the whitened hones of the deer lay bare,

while long rows of red flesh waved to and fro

in the breeze.

Helen wondered much at the self-denial

displayed by the natives, who, starving as

they were, had the patience to secure their

future supply without indulging the cravings

of present hunger : she had not seen the

many monthfuls of raw flesh which were

transferred to their mouths, nor had she any

suspicion until they brought her a large

piece, and expressed great surprise at her

evident disgust.

Zillah, however, came to her assistance,

and seizing the delicate steak, hid it from

Helen, until having lighted a fire she

pointed it out, very proud of her thought-

fulness and care, while Helen listened with

great astonishment to the fact that Bush-

men preferred undressed meat, and looked
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with contempt upon those who loved roasted

food.

The first streak of daylight was tinging the

sky before they thought of resting, and now

there was little chance of peace, for no sooner

did day dawn than hundreds of vultures

collected all about.

Above the air was darkened by their

heavy noisome wings, and all day long it

required the united efforts of all to keep

their greedy enemies at a distance
;

hut,

becoming still bolder as hour after hour they

were baffled of their food, at last about a

dozen made a decided attack upon the carcase

of the deer, fastening upon it so greedily

that Andries knocked three of them on the

head before the rest woidd leave their prey.

As night drew near, the thought of a

greater danger filled them with consternatioD.

The country was overrun with lions, from
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which the poor deer had evidently been

flying, and which, smelling the fresh meat,

would prove much more formidable adver-

saries than the vultures.

After a short consultation as to the most

prudent proceeding, a large pit was scratched

in the sand, and lined with grass
;
then the

meat was stowed away and carefully covered

by the skin, then grass and sand. Over the

spot a fire was next lighted, round which,

at a distance of about eight yards, they built

up a fence of thorns
;
and, while one kept

watch, the rest lay down within their enclo-

sure, and, wrapping themselves in their

karosses, were soon fast asleep.

To Helen, however, the idea of sleep was

utterly strange
;
and, without even a thought

of resting, she sat watching the bright flame,

and listening to the moaning of the long grass

as it waved musically in the night breeze.

G
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Suddenly she observed the girl, to -whom

the first watch had been given, lay her ear

upon the ground
;
then, springing up with a

look of horror, she gave the alarm of

“ Lions ”

Her father was awake in an instant, and,

spear in hand, stood ready, looking eagerly

in the direction she pointed out. For some

seconds there was a motionless silence, then,

with a laugh, Andries flung down his weapon,

saying, they were “ men, not lions.”

Helen saw the action, and was soon re-

lieved by Zillah’s interpretation, which was

hardly ended before a whistle and a strange

sort of chuckle gave notice of the approach

of the strangers.

They turned out to be part of a band of

Cafires, who, having lost sight of their main

body, had been wandering for some days

almost in a state of starvation. The fire had
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acted as a beacon, and now, being supplied

with food, they paid little attention to Andries’

explanation of his own movements, continu-

ing to jabber and eat as fast as their tongues

and jaws would move.

At last, however, he got them to pay at-

tention enough to form an agreement that,

in return for them supper, they were to take

turns in the necessary watch.

This suited them very well, and, hav-

ing eaten as much as they could, all ex-

cept one lay down and instantly dropped

asleep.

Helen had not till now seen a true Caffre,

nor were the high encomiums of their forms,

which Dr. Philips had impressed her with,

been at all exaggerated.

Their scanty clothing serving to leave

their limbs fully displayed; and, as they

stood grouped together, in the bright fire-

g 2
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light, they might have formed models for

any sculptor.

Many people appear to consider savages a

degenerate people, and shudder, affectedly,

as they think of a deformed naked figure.

To such I say, go and travel amongst the

Caffres, search out a pure race, find a Caffre

warrior in the prime of manhood, unadul-

terated by the vices of the colonists, unvi-

tiated by the drink they have introduced,

let him stand up in the pride of the form

given him by nature, and then let the

caviller say he is degenerate, if he dare.

Let him rather shrink from comparing

himself with man in his native garb.

If Helen was sleepless before, the addition

of the Caffres to their party did not induce

her to rest.

There was a sort of excitement in the

event, and, certainly, to her unlearned eyes,
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great danger, in thus quietly trusting her-

self in the hands of those she had been taught

to think most cruel and treacherous
;
a feeling

not a little enhanced by the ravenous hunger

shown by the half-starved men, and the

fierce gleam that sparkled in their eyes as

they talked and laughed by the fire.

They had now all, except one, lain down

to sleep. This one stood leaning upon his

spear, graceful as one of the famous old

statues, and almost as motionless.

Suddenly the silence was interrupted by a

low guarded growl, which seemed to come

thrilling on the air
;
and, though so low,

yet distinct enough to make Helen glance in-

voluntarily round, expecting to see the glare

of the lion’s eyes behind her.

It needed not for the watcher to give a

signal
;
in an instant every Caffre was on his

feet, yet so noiselessly, thatHelen startedwhen
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she tinned her head, almost as much as when

the dreadful growl disturbed her thoughts.

Turning round so as to face the direction

from which the sound came, the hunters

stood with uplifted spears ready to meet the

expected foe.

There was a pause. Ilelen’s heart heat

almost to suffocation, every throb booming

loud and distinct.

A few minutes yet of intense suspense, and

then the silence was broken by a terrific roar,

exactly in the direction they had expected
;

this was answered by a still more terrible

growl opposite, and, following the direction

indicated by one of the Caffres’ spears, Helen

saw, through a thin part of the hedge, an

immense lion, actually within a few yards.

The fire glowed brighter, as if to show the

dreadful animal to her terrified view more

distinctly.
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He stood firm, with mane erect, blinking

his eyes in the unusual light, and lashing

his tail preparatory to a spring.

Helen’s fascinated gaze was still upon

him, when a spear glanced in the light, then

sank quivering in his neck.

With a roar like thunder, he crouched, and,

concentrating his whole force, sprang over the

hedge, and right into the middle of the fire,

scattering its embers in every direction.

Even as he came down in his bound, half

a dozen spears were plunged in his side.

Infuriated by pain and fright, the lion

bounded on, then, roused to madness, turned

at bay. But a strange scene was now about

to be enacted, a new and irresistible enemy

had attacked him.

The fire, having caught his dry shaggy

mane, was rapidly encircling him in a glow-

ing flame.
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With a shout of triumph the Caffres wel-

comed their new ally, charging the foe again

as he snapped, half frantic, at the flames, and

again leaving their spears embedded in his

carcase.

This time he did not attempt to charge,

but, throwing himself down, rolled about in

agony, breaking the spears, and thus increas-

ing his pain. At last he rose, and, uttering

yells rather than roars, sprang away into

the jungle, leaving a trail of sparks and fire

behind
;
these the breeze soon fanned into

flames, and finding too ready food in the long

dry grass, they were soon shooting their

forked tongues up, and extending rapidly on

either side.

The lion had acted like a fox with a fire-

brand at his tail, and our friends could trace

their enemy’s way, far off in the valley, by

the line of flame.
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Now came a time to act, not think, and,

with wits sharpened by exposure to every

sort of danger, the Caffres and Helen’s old

friends at once prepared for action.

First dragging her to the extreme edge of

the pool, they saturated her kaross with

water, and spread it behind her. This they

did with all the blankets, which, being of a

large size, covered a considerable space. Next,

as if by general consent, though without any

consultation, they began to tear up the grass

adjoining the edge of the karosses, throwing

it into the water. After a few yards had been

cleared, the wet grass was dragged out and

spread upon the cleared surface. Then, to

Helen’s horror, each rushed forward, and

seizing handfuls of lighted grass, threw

them all round their little haven, which was

almost instantly belted by a flame.

The object of what, at first, appeared a
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most insane movement, now appeared, the

flame near them soon dying down, and re-

ceding gradually, without having gained

heat to dry the saturated grass
;
and now,

as it burnt on and on, formed a perfect pro-

tection from that which was raging in the

plain, sending up such volumes of smoke,

and breathing such heat that even there the

air was like that of a furnace.

Eushing into the water, the Caffres lay

down, leaving nothing but their faces visible.

Helen lay almost insensible upon the bank,

until, seeing her distress, Zillah, who, in her

own pain, had for a few minutes forgotten

her, rushed out of her cool bath and encircled

Helen in a wet kaross.

Far and farther spread the fire, creeping

on over the flat plain to the opposite hills, up

whose sides it clambered foot by foot, gained

the summit, and stole down the other side.
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As the flames advancing left only charred

ashes behind, the valley wore even a wilder

and more appalling look. Troops of infu-

riated animals dashed frantically across the

embers, sending them up in clouds of angry

sparks, themselves looking like inhabitants

of a nether world, as they careered, bellow-

ing and shrieking, over the burning plain.

Some of the herds, meeting in their head-

long career, would charge each other with a

shock like thunder, then, after a pause,

would join and dash on in one dark mass.

The air grew almost blackened by birds,

seeking safety in the higher grounds, and

uttering their peculiar cries as they floated

on, fear-stricken and amazed, many of them

lighting close to the Caffres in the pool,

utterly regardless of any danger but that

from which they fled.
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CHAPTER VI.

“ Rashly, nor oftentimes truly, doth man pass judg-

ment on his brother.”—TcrrER.

The natives and their visitors did little

else but eat and sleep for the two following

days, when, finding they could proceed upon

their journey, they divided the dried meat

into equal portions, and, bidding a kindly

farewell, each pursued his own route.

The ashes were still hot in many places,

and rose in suffocating clouds around them

as they plodded wearily on, inducing by their

dust the most overpowering thirst. After

walking for three hours over the warm ashes,

it was with intense delight Helen caught
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sight of a large river, whose banks, acting

as a check to the flame, seemed the boundary

of another world, so bright and enchanting

did the country beyond appear, and so daz-

zling the brilliance of the green grass clothing

the banks of the glittering stream.

The natives uttered shouts of delight as

they caught sight of the river, giving Helen

to understand that they had come a greater

distance than they calculated, and were even

now at the end of their journey.

Pointing to the hills that rose upon the

opposite side, they explained that within

their bosom lay the valley which was to be

their home—a valley stocked plentifully by

game, and watered by this broad river, which

would afford them ample food from its supply

of fish.

Having gained the bank, and taken long

draughts of the ice-cold water, tasting to their
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parched throats like the most delicious nectar,

they proposed to remain for that night where

they were, and, after fording the stream next

morning, pursue their way over the short

space intervening between them and the

happy valley.

Eest was equally acceptable to all, and

particularly to Helen, who, determined

not to yield to her weakness, had already

walked far beyond her strength; her feet,

too, were blistered by the heat, and welcome

as the rest was, it was thrice welcome by the

sparkling stream, whose waters formed a

welcome bath.

Having bathed and eaten some supper,

Helen lay down in a sort of bower Zillah

and the girls soon formed for her, so close to

the water that she could dip in her hand

and lift the refreshing draught to her mouth

without moving from her bed.
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She slept soundly, perfectly heedless of

the roaring of wild beasts, or shrill barking

of the African dogs, which kept up a fierce

concert the whole night, coining down in

troops to drink, and often approaching within

a few hundred yards of the little encamp-

ment, though, fortunately, being on the

opposite side, the river effectually prevented

them getting wind of the natives.

At daybreak the party were on the alert,

and, having found a shallow place, were

soon across the stream, and joyfully pursuing

their route over the fresh cool grass, which

now became of a much finer description, in

many places clothing the ground almost as

closely as English turf, and covered in every

direction by beautiful flowers, whose rare

and brilliant blossoms are only seen culti-

vated as almost priceless exotics in European

gardens.
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After a few hours, they reached the top of

the gentle rising ground which, in the dis-

tance, had appeared formidable hills. Before

them lay a lovely green valley, bounded by

blue mountains and covered with the first

trees Helen had seen for many a day.

The view was more like an English park

than anything she had expected in the heart

of Africa. Deer were grouped about, lying,

or feeding under the shade of the trees, and

what might easily have been mistaken for

cattle, namely, herds of the Hartbeest and

Knoo browsed quietly about the hills—this

time really blue hills, which, rising one

over the other, hid their heads in the deep

blue curtain above.

All was so like her own dear country, and

brought back so vividly dreams of youth and

home, that the viewbecame indistinct through

tears, and, bending her head, Helen wept
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over that dream of the past, roused at last

to the reality of the present by Zillah’s hand

and kindly voice bidding her “take heart

and not tire
;
they were within a mile of the

old hut, which they meant to build again.”

Helen conquered her tears, and, clasping

the kind old woman’s hand in hers, walked

morebrisklyon until, having reached the place

they meant to halt at, she was left to rest

;

and, after divesting themselves of their

burthens, all set to work to repair the half-

ruined hut. This was no light task, for,

though the walls still remained, there were

innumerable holes and rents, through which

the wild animals of the desert might easily

have forced their way.

These received a temporary blockade of

grass stuffed tightly in, and laced together

with small branches
;
the karosses were hung

up inside to assist the protection by hiding

H
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the firelight, and then, a large log having

been placed ready to fill up the narrow en-

trance, a fire was lighted in the centre, and

Helen was triumphantly conducted to their

new home.

In one corner they piled grass thick and

close so as to form a comfortable bed, and,

covering it with some skins, they made her

instantly lie down, watching with great

delight the expression of comfort and ease

that shone in her face as she signed her thanks.

While her hosts were out in search of

game, Helen succeeded in plaiting some

of the long grass, such as nursemaids teach

children to weave in the shape of bonnets,

into mats. These she fastened up at the

sides of the hut, and, finding the astonishment

and pleasure of the natives, she set diligently

to work, and, having imparted her art to

Zillah, in a few days the walls were snugly
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matted in, and the floor in a fair way of bear-

ing a warm carpet.

Meantime Andries, assisted by bis daugh-

ters, bad been no less busy, though in a very

different way.

After carefully watching the favourite

paths by which deer, hartheest, and buffa-

loes passed from the hills to the river, they

dug deep pitfalls, which, having carefully

concealed, usually proved a successful trap,

and, though occasionally failing, were, upon

the whole, the easiest and surest way of

securing the desired prize.

Sometimes a herd would gallop down the

path, and three or four plunge headlong

into the pit, where they lay kicking and

struggling.

Sometimes a poor chased deer would fall a

victim, while the hot pursuer, too eager to

check his course, also hounded into the fatal
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snare, and there was in turn destroyed by the

hunters.

Scarcely a day elapsed without some ad-

venture
;
either a lion skin was brought and

triumphantly presented to “ the lady,” as

they had learnt to call Helen, or the head of an

antlered buck was hung from the wall of the

hut, which now began to wear a most ro-

mantic and comfortable look : the rafters

supporting long festoons of dried meat,

getting smoked most effectually as it hung

;

round the sides were hung skins of the animals

killed, and in eveiy available comer lay

straw mats, now used as beds by the natives

themselves.

Having collected and dried a quantity of

meat, the girls and Zillah began to take long

journeys amongst the neighbouring tribes

and Dutch Boer settlers, to barter, sometimes

walking twenty or thirty miles in the day
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and never returning until after nightfall;

leaving all the household work to Helen’s

care, while Andries, being employed watch-

ing his traps, was also absent.

Upon Zillah’s return from an unusually

protracted day’s work, she triumphantly dis-

played an entirely new collection of goods

:

cloth, tea, and garden seeds were mixed up

with tobacco, a loaf of bread, and an old

kettle. She had fallen in with a party of

colonists proceeding up the country, and bar-

tered her meat for the treasures she brought.

Andries was happy to see Helen’s delight

at again beholding some of the comforts of

civilized life, but completely puzzled at the

little packets of seeds, and more so at the

evident pleasure Helen expressed as she told

Zillah what she had secured.

Every leisure hour was now devoted to

the culture of a garden, pulling up the grass
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and burning it, to form a soft soil, which

having dug up with a sort of axe, she, with

the help of Andries and his spear, succeeded

in planting about a quarter of each of the

packets.

Before many days were past the little

green heads began to show, and poor Andries

forgot his trapping to sit and watch them

growing—an occupation much more suiting

his lazy nature than the more active employ-

ment necessity had lately compelled him to

follow—and Helen almost regretted her ex-

periment when she saw him sitting for

hour after hour, with his arms clasping his

knees, and his half-closed eyes fixed upon

the little green blades, leaving the double

duty of trapping and bartering to the

women’s share
;
though, from the quiet na-

tural way they performed the whole, hard

work was visibly the usual lot of the females
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among the wilds of Africa, as in almost every

uncivilized country.

A month had now elapsed since their final

settlement; their hut was still the only habi-

tation for many miles, though they veiy

frequently had visits from neighbouring

Bushmen and Caffres, many of whom would

spend a day or two hunting, coming back to

sleep at the hut.

Helen was fast learning the peculiar dialect

spoken by the natives, and even now, by

paying attention, could understand enough

to enter into conversation, or make out what

was said. This opened a new field for her

energetic mind to work upon.

The idea of attempting to teach these

benighted creatures true religion had occu-

pied her thoughts, and in a measure comforted

her. In the long nights she had employed
/y

herself repeating every verse and hymn she
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could bring to her recollection, thus attempt-

ing to supply the deficiency she felt in

having no Bible. As soon as she learnt a

few of their words she began translating the

verses
;
and, finding she could make herself

understood, took every opportunity of

bringing in the subject nearest her heart.

The natives listened attentively, but she

found their attention was only curiosity, or

sometimes respect for her. Still she perse-

vered, and ultimately, as we shall see, found

she had not spoken in vain.

“ Cast thy bread upon the waters, and after

many days it will return to thee again.”*****
Day after day brought little change in the

monotony of Helen’s life. Her garden alone

seemed to alter. Nourished by dews and

warm sun the young plants grew incredibly

fast
;
and though still defying Andries’ skill
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to be seen growing, they, in reality, grew so

quickly that one night showed a difference
;

and, at last, with great delight, Helen made

Andries eat her first cabbage. Then her

triumph was complete
;

the fresh green

vegetable evidently charmed his taste, and

the consequence was, he set off next day to

call a gathering of his friends that they too

might fill their mouths with this wonderful

soft meat.

Helen’s fame now spread far and near,

and Andries’ hut was seldom without visitors,

many of whom, however, had to be content

with looking at the garden, going away with

an invitation to come back a month hence

and partake of its delicacies.

Helen had learnt to understand and re-

spect the native virtues. Seeing them in all

their natural innocence as she did, and also

taking such a strong interest in everything
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about her, she could not help feeling how

much the English and Dutch settlers calum-

niated them in the malicious reports they

sent both to Cape Town and England
;
and

as her knowledge of their kindly natures

increased, she felt her heart burn to enlighten

men as to the real worth lying hid in the

interior of “ savage ” Africa, and clear the

natives from the stain which false reports

had cast upon their name.

'Well might she feel and own their kind-

ness and warmth of heart. It was now six

months since she had been thrown upon

their mercy, and during that time eveiy

attention that kindness or affection could

offer had been lavished upon her
;
the poor

creatures depriving themselves of many a

luxury that they might gratify her
;
unwill-

ing that she should put her hands to any sort

of toil, but rather doing double work them-
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selves that she might lie and sleep in state

upon the skins they had formed into a couch

for her.

And yet these were the people who were

termed savages by enlightened Europeans,

scorned and trampled on by brutal settlers,

and held up to the world as thieves and liars

of the blackest dye. To men and women who

listen and believe such tales I can only say,

“ Go and see.”

There is an old saying, that there are as

“ good fish in the sea as ever came out of it

believe me, there are as noble hearts beating

beneath the dark bosom of the African, as

that which throbs under the laced vest of the

European.

What though the skin be dark ?—God has

made us all in the image of Himself
; it is

written, “God created man in his own image,

male and female created He them.”
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They feel the same passions as their fairer

brethren; love, hate, anger, pride, glow as

fiercely as their sun
;
and even among their

greatest calumniators, none but must own

their courage.

Again I say, “ Judge not, that ye be not

judged.” Look, rather, at the brutal acts

committed every day in civilized England,

and then say, if you dare, ye slanderers,

that they are better than those of the savages

of Africa.
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CHAPTER VII.

But never sit we down and say

There’s nothing left hut sorrow;

We walk the wilderness to day,

The promised land to-morrow.

Gerald Massey.

Helen had now become quite at home

among her new friends, and learnt to wait

patiently for the chance of returning to

her beloved family. She had taught her

hosts many little arts—their hut was every

day becoming more like an English cottage,

and Helen herself more honoiued and be-

loved
;
for who could see her gentle industry

and patience and not love her ?
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So great was the affection felt for her that

she had become universally known as the

“ Mother Doctor,” the latter name referring

to her skill in curing various fevers.

This name stayed by our gentle heroine all

the time of her captivity, very often acting

as a charm against repining despondency.

"When her heart grew heavy with disappointed

hope, the hope of ever seeing her husband

or children again, and some faint gleam,

which a rumour of an approaching wagon-

party often lighted in her mind, faded unrea-

lized away, she thought of that name, the

power she had gained over these untaught

children of nature, and the good her influence

might be the means of doing. Was it too

presumptuous to imagine that she was ap-

pointed as the first means of bringing these

poor creatures to a knowledge of their God?

The whole circumstances of her captivity
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were so strange, one event had followed so

steadily upon the other, each seemingly

bearing her in the same direction, that she

could not refuse to see the hand of an over-

ruling Providence guiding her in all, or

doubt that, in his own good time, she would

learn the why and the wherefore. Por the

time being her duty was plain. Patience

must be the motto of her life,—to do good

and faint not, waiting and trusting that ere

long she might find means of reaching an

English settlement, and, at last, be reunited

to her beloved ones.

Anxious to increase her knowledge of the

native character, Helen, as soon as she felt

equal to the fatigue of a long day’s jour-

ney, consented to accompany Zillah, Andries,

and their children, to a general gathering of

their tribes—a custom much resembling the

meeting of the clans in Scotland, and being
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principally a rendezvous for amusement and

match-making.

One or two meetings had already taken

place, but this was expected to he unusu-

ally large, and, as it was intended to keep

it up for several days, each party was to go

supplied with a larger portion of food. At

the earliest dawn Zillah summoned Helen,

and having loaded herself and daughters

with every delicacy her larder produced, they

set gaily off, lightening the way by tales of

former meetings, and attempting to initiate

their guest into the anticipated pleasures.

It was late in the afternoon when they

reached their destination, and as light was

even then almost gone, Helen saw nothing

but innumerable fires, round which dark

figures kept flitting, while a constant mur-

mur, like that of a vast multitude, rose on

the air. Without joining any group, or ap-
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parently exchanging any salutation, the

little party moved on, and, having collected a

heap of grass and thorns, lighted a fire, and

seating themselves ate their evening meal

as unconcernedly as if they had been miles

away from the throng, Helen alone seeming

to he at all interested in what was going on.

The silence was at last broken by the beat-

ing of a shrill sort of kettle-drums and not

unmusical twanging of an instrument re-

sembling a violoncello. This seemed a well-

understood signal. The girls were instantly

upon their feet, and then, laughingly seizing

Helen’s arms, they bade her come with them

to the dance, looking disappointed when she

refused; but, utterly unable to resist the

temptation of the prolonged call, they left

her to their mother’s care and ran otf to

join the merry party. Leaving Andries to

watch the fire alone, Zillah led Helen to the

i
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spot where the dancers were assembling.

There, for a few minutes, the white lady

was the greatest attraction, young men

and maidens forgetting the dance, to crowd

round and gaze at her in wonder, jealous

of the knowledge of her displayed by some

who had been restored to health by her medi-

cine, and who, pressing forward eagerly to

express gratitude, bending, kissed her hand

and bid her welcome, gracefully calling her

their good u mother doctor.”

After the first wonder was over the dance

began again, Helen being left with Zillah

to watch the dancers. At first the music

was slow and monotonous, gradually increas-

ing in impetuosity until she grew dizzy as

she watched the whirling, bounding figures,

and was almost as breathless as the half-

maddened performers, who, excited beyond

all bounds of thought, dashed wildly about
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until perfectly exhausted, and then spend-

ing their concentrated strength in a wild

spring out of the whirling circle, which

having accomplished, they sank upon the

grass, only to creep languidly away to the

nearest shelter, and there fall asleep.

Helen’s ideas of the natives’ virtue and

observance of decorum were rather upset by

the midnight dances, but then she had

never seen the young people at such a meet-

ing, and remembering the want of delicacy

too often displayed in European ball-rooms,

what could she expect among uneducated

savages ?

At daylight next morning every one was

astir preparing for the enjoyments of the day.

Friends met and chatted merrily together,

the various packages of food were all laid

together, and some of the older people having

volunteered as cooks, the rest distributed



116 ADVENTURES IN CAEFRAEIA.

themselves in various ways. One party par-

ticularly attracted Helen’s attention, and,

anxious to see how they would amuse them-

selves, she followed.

Assembling in a group at the top of a

steep bank, first two of the girls lay down,

one clasping the ankles of the other in her

folded arms, and were thus rolled down

the bank, amid shouts of laughter. After

all the party had partaken in this very ques-

tionable pleasure, they again lay down in

bundles of three or four, and were again

rolled off
;

this time, however, the enjoy-

ment was dearly paid for by the exhaustion

that followed, and roll after roll of human

goods lay breathless at the foot of the

bank.

Rather disgusted by the wild display she

had witnessed, Helen sought out a different

part of the encampment where she saw a
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large number of the elders sitting in a circle.

It proved to be a court, primitive enough,

but still bearing a strong resemblance to the

ancient courts told of in Eoman history.

Helen’s approach was hailed with evident

delight, and after being formally introduced

to the assembly, she was placed at the right

hand of the oldest member present, who,

from the respect due to age, was considered

the principal person.

After the slight pause caused by the inter-

ruption was over, the business of the meeting

again went on.

Their circle was so formed as to leave

an open space at each side. At one of these

the complainant entered, departing by the

opposite, when his case had been heard.

The first portion of their time was devoted

to deciding upon matrimonial disputes.

One after another, worn-out, half-starved-
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looking women dragged tlieir lazy husbands

before the judges, eloquently pleading their

hard cases, and demanding the interference

of their countrymen.

Ilaving heard the wives’ grievance, a few

questions were asked, and, if these proved

unsatisfactory, the whole circle groaned

loudly, shaking their heads in profound

silence for some minutes, until the judge, in

the name of his assistants, gave the delin-

quent a severe lecture, dismissing him amid

a chorus of groans and hisses.

When the last case of refractory husbands

had been heard, the tables were turned upon

the wives, whose predominating sin proved

an affection for rum—or a concoction made by

themselves resembling brandy—this distinc-

tive crime being attributable to the fact that

to them fell all the bartering work, and, while

the men seldom, if ever, came in the way of
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such temptation, the women were exposed to

it daily.

The same disapprobation was shown,

coupled with an additional threat of separa-

tion from their husbands : the last seemed

to frighten them terribly, it being considered

equivalent to what in India is known by

“ loss of caste.”

This terminated the criminal proceedings

of the court, and was followed by a much

more interesting performance of their office

—

that of giving consent to the formation of

marriages—a ceremony simply consisting in

permission to live together, no form being

enacted. The young man entered at one

side, leading the would-be bride, and, having

explained what he required, passed out at

the other a married man.

In general the girls were very young,

most of them being under sixteen, while the
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husbands were often old enough to be grand-

fathers.

The marriage sendee, if such we can call

it, was interrupted by a summons announcing

that the preparations for the feast were con-

cluded.

All else now gave way before the greater

pleasure of eating, and, earned by the stream

of hungry eager natives, Helen soon found

herself in close proximity to the savoury-

viands, from which clouds of smoke and

steam were ascending. Piles of baked and

roasted meat lay spread upon temporary

tables formed from the smooth side of the

native kaross, generously lent by the young

men for the occasion.

Group after group gathered round these

primitive tables, waiting patiently the signal

to begin, a signal Helen rather dreaded, ima-

gining a general scramble would be the result.
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In this she was agreeably disappointed

:

all was done in the quietest and most polite

way
;
much more so, indeed, than a certain

rising people over the water go about such

things, and savages though our Yankee

brethren would term the natives of Africa,

they behaved in a much more rational

manner than, I am sorry to say, these same

refined Yankees do.

In the faint hope of benefiting the last-

mentioned by a lesson in u feeding,” I shall

describe the scene following the signal.

One of the cooks beat a loud call upon the

lid of a wooden dish, which, from having a

skin stretched tightly over its concave side,

produced a hollow sound, not a bad imitation

of a drum.

"With the utmost regularity, one after

another, the natives approached whichever

dish they had made choice of, and, grasping
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a comer of their kaross, lifted up a sufficient

quantity to satisfy the cravings of hunger,

each walking away with his portion, and

seating themselves upon the first available

spot of grass, proceeded to eat with great

deliberation.

The feast lasted until even the hones had

disappeared, and nothing remained hut out-

spread greasy cloths encrusted with fat.

One of the principal items of the banquet,

however, is yet to he told
;

for let it not be

supposed that at such a merry-making wine

was unknown
;
far from it, the accumulated

gathering of the whole band proved an abun-

dant supply. The honourable office of cup-

bearer was given to the most distinguished

young warriors, who, taking it in turns, went

round the whole time, distributing cups of

sour wine and bucco-brandy, a most unpalat-

able but intoxicating spirit, seldom used save
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on occasions of this kind, both from the diffi-

culty of procuring it, and the powerful

effect it produces on the natives’ temperate

habits.

The privilege of taking a sip out of every

cup filled too full, soon began to show its

effects upon the bearers
;
who, after going

through all the usual stages of intoxication,

disappeared one by one, each, as he sank

down overpowered, being carried off by his

more sober companions to a short distance,

and left to sleep off the poisonous effects.

Helen was much amused by the way in

which the owners of the karosses used as

dishes appropriated their property. Simply

rubbing off the rough fat, by dragging it a

few yards along the grass, each wrapped

himself closely in the greasy folds, and, with

great complacency, lay down to let his warm

skin imbibe the welcome oil.
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So sleepy did all the party appear, that

Helen thought the active enjoyments of the

day must be concluded; in this, however,

she shortly found her mistake.

With the setting sun activity again pre-

vailed. A band of musicians assembling

on a gentle rising ground, began to per-

form most energetically with their rude in-

struments, which, rough though they were,

showed taste and judgment far above the

usual noisy harsh music of most barbarous

nations.

The Caffres have an innate taste often

approaching a knowledge of harmony. Hor

are the Hottentots, or, as they are often

called, Bushmen, far below them. In the

present instance, though perfectly without

any preconcerted or connected melody, the

regular notes of the different instruments,

carefully modulated and sounding in excel-
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lent time, had a wild but pleasing influence,

more particularly as one after another group

of dancers kept time, and at first moving

gracefully about as on the preceding night,

but, as the music changed, enacting the same

wild scene, until, worn out by exertion, they

fell off one by one, and at last all were wrapt

in silence.
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CHAPTEK VIII.

She saw at once, yet sank not—trembled not,

Beneath that grief, that loneliness of lot.

* * * *

"While yet was hope she softened, fluttered, wept,

All lost, that softness died not, but it slept

;

And o’er its slumber rose that strength which said,

“ With nothing left to love, there’s nought to dread.”

Byron.

This being a festival which lasted several

days, and all the provisions having been con-

sumed the preceding evening, rendered an

expedition in search of food imperative. Two

parties were selected, one formed by tried and

experienced warriors, the other consisting of

those whose spurs were yet to be won.
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The first party is that which we intend to

follow. They numbered about twenty, and

marched four abreast, each bearing a large

bundle of spears, and a long pole ornamented

at one end by a plume or tuft of ostrich fea-

thers, and at the other with a sharp point, so

hard that it resembled iron. These singular

native weapons are used principally in attack-

ing the lion, and are planted in the ground

to deceive the animal, who, taking the waving

plume for the head of his enemy, makes it the

object of his spring, leaving the real enemy

to attack him as he charges the decoy.

For some miles the party walked steadily

forward, steering their course by a peculiar

peak rising from the line of mountains which

bounded the horizon. This they kept in a

line with a low rounded hill rising only a

short way ahead. Suddenly, however, alter-

ing their course, they bent their steps due
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west, leaving the peak upon their left hand,

and following a ridge which gradually rose

irntil they reached the side of the hill we

have before mentioned as forming part of

their beacon. Ilere they halted, and, after

attentively examining the ground, continued

their ascent with great precaution.

The grass was much trodden and dis-

coloured, and, wherever the earth was visible,

it was indented by the footprints of ele-

phants, a great herd had evidently passed that

way very recently
,
and, from the freshness of

the trail, could not be many hundred yards

before the hunters, who were now in a state

of intense excitement.

Another consultation resulted in sending

four of their most experienced men on as

scouts. These ran quickly on, until, reaching

the crest of the hill, they threw themselves

upon their stomachs, winding their serpent-
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like path through the long grass, and were

soon completely hidden from the eyes of their

friends, though, from the waving grass, their

path might still be traced. At last even that

ceased, then followed a short period of breath-

less suspense.

Not one of the waiting hunters seemed to

breathe. At last a low melancholy howl, like

that of the wild dog, rose on the air. This

was the appointed signal, and, with one im-

pulse, the waiting band sprang up the hill,

following the same tactics as the scouts.

Stoical as the native is, the scene before

them drew from them a low expression of

delight.

In a valley just below there were hundreds

of elephants feeding quietly and perfectly

unsuspicious of danger; so secure, indeed,

they appeared to consider themselves, that

many lay sleeping
;
others, stretched upon

K
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the grass, basked lazily in the sun, occasion-

ally cropping a morsel of grass that came

within range of their trunks.

Men who have not been fortunate enough

to see the elephant in his native plain, in his

primitive freedom, can have no conception of

his gigantic stature, his majestic form, or

the solemn state of his movements.

Those miserable and diminutive specimens

which are dragged about England to satisfy

the open-mouthed wonder of our rustics,

bear no more resemblance to their unbound

brethren, than the poor shackled untaught

nigger to a chief, heading his tribe, with

heart and limbs as free as his native wind.

What would not many an English sports-

man have given to be in the place of one of

these native hunters
;

the sight alone of

such a multitude would have been compen-

sation enough for months of deprivation and
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travel. Few indeed were the number of

Englishmen who could speak of the wild

elephant from experience at the time I am

writing of, when Gordon Gumming was

exercising his prowess elsewhere, and the

lions of Africa little dreamt of the hunter

who was to take both their good name and

kingdom from them
;

or think, in their

blissful ignorance, that their conqueror was

“ Cumming.”

The hunters gathered stealthily into a

group, and, having arranged their plan of

attack and divided into parties of five each,

they began working their way through the

grass, each in the direction of the elephant

they had singled out, the selection being

ruled by the size of his tusks.

One old hull had wandered a short way

from the body of the herd, and, having satis-

fied his appetite, was preparing to lie down

k 2
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to take a siesta. At this moment he had

knelt, and was bending his hind quarters in

the uncomfortable way his kind have of

composing themselves, when five spears

pierced his neck. Uttering a shriek, the

terrified animal stumbled to his legs, and,

throwing up his trunk, trumpeted aloud.

The herd were instantly on the alert, some

answering him, while three or four trotted

up, and, feeling him with their trunks, stopped

every few seconds to trumpet forth their

pity.

The wounded elephant soon began to

spout water mingled with blood over his

body, sending shower after shower over him-

self, each becoming of a deeper red
;
while

his wondering brethren walked round and

round him, several more joining the group,

and partaking in the same astonishment.

Now came a moment of intense excite-
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ment. The same party of hunters whose

spears had pierced the first elephant charged

boldly into the melee. Two more were

wounded, but this time, their assailants

being in sight, the animals fled, and left the

poor dying beast making a wild effort to

follow them
;
this he at last succeeded in

doing, but, ere he got many yards, he tottered

for some moments, and fell heavily forward,

poising for an instant upon his tusks
;
one

gave way, bursting from its socket with a

report like a gun, and, groaning heavily, the

noble beast fell upon his side, and lay qui-

vering in the last agony.

Without waiting to watch his death, the

hunters, being sure of their prey, left him

and followed the retreating herd.

All were now at full speed : four elephants

were evidently badly wounded, while two

others, grown frantic by the pain of the
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spears sticking in their loose hides, gal-

loped and shrieked as if mad, charging

whatever came in their way, and adding to

the confusion by striking their tusks into

each other.

Presently one of these infuriated brutes

turned abruptly, and stood tossing his head,

waiting the advance of his enemies.

Scattering themselves so as to surround him,

the hunters thrust their spears at him, trust-

ing by their agility to escape his reach. All

passed h im scatheless but one, the youngest

of the party, who, as he launched his spear,

lost his footing
;
he tried to recover himself,

but, in the excitement, tripped again, and fell.

In a moment the elephant’s trunk was

round his body, and he was lifted high in the

air, held there as if in triumph, while the

enormous brute tried to rear, uttering a low,

guttural sound, almost like a laugh, then
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down came the poor writhing hunter upon

the ground, with a force that seemed to

crush every hone in his body.

Again he was lifted, again dashed down,

and this fearful scene was repeated until

nothing but a bloody mass remained of the

ill-fated wretch.

Not content with what was done, the

elephant laid the body down and deliberately

knelt upon it, actually crushing it into the

damp earth, and becoming perfectly mad-

dened by the smell of blood
;
he was blind

to all else.

Meanwhile, the hunters, taking advantage

of his pre-occupation, assailed him at all

hands, thrusting their spears into his body,

but even this failed to attract his notice
;

at last one of them seized his tail, clambered

like a monkey upon his broad back, then

along, until, seating himself astride upon
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his neck, he plunged a knife into the spine

close behind the head. The brute staggered,

and fell. His race was run. The fatal

knife had paralyzed his limbs, and he lay alive

at the mercy of the hunters
;
but little mercy

had he shown, and little did he receive.

Leaving him to die, they pursued, and

finally captured two of the wounded fugi-

tives; thus securing four fine elephants

—

not a bad day’s sport, considering they had

no weapons but their spears and knives.

Returning to the spot where the mutilated

remains of their brother lay, the hunters

gathered all that they could together, cover-

ing the spot with a large heap of sand, soon

forgetting his sad fate in the triumph of

their return.

Loudly were their praises sung, and for

many hours the camp rang with tales and

songs of their prowess. Yet, amidst the
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gladness, there was one sad heart—one

drooping head.

The dead hunter had a young wife
;
she

had tied his belt, and bound his spears, and

when he went to the chase, bade him think

of her and be dauntless.

She had watched their path, and sat the

livelong day thinking of her beloved—of

his bravery, his strength, and his love
;
her

eyes saw the hunters returning, long before

any other did.

Earnestly she gazed, seeking one form.

Why does she start ? What means the low

cry that trembles through her quivering

lips?

With the bound of a fawn she springs

down the valley. She meets the returning

band. Not a word escapes; but her eyes

ask what she dare not speak.

Calm and erect she stood as they told her



138 ADVENTURES IN CAFFRARIA.

of his fate, and pointed the direction where

he lay.

She spoke not, moved not, but looked

straight before her as if she saw him beckon-

ing to her.

Then, as the hunters went on their way,

impatient to receive their laurels, she, too,

moved away, but her path lay into the desert.

On and on she went, her eyes fixed on the

distant hill—that hill which had guided her

husband to his grave. Night was near

—

she heeded it not. Darkness fell—she

knew it not. Light was in her eyes and

heart, and as the moon shone forth, she fell

upon the mound covering the remains of her

beloved. The damp ground was clotted

with his blood, yet, though it chilled her

very lifeblood, she pressed her breast and

bps upon it, calling aloud his name.

What is the ciy that pierces the night ?
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The girl hears it, hut fears it not. Cat-like

footsteps sound near—a warm tongue touches

her neck—one cry, and u the wife’s spirit

flies to seek her husband’s in the hunting-

grounds of the brave.”

So sang the maidens when all was known

;

and for many a day the tale was told of the

hunter and his faithful wife .
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CHAPTER IX.

Life that shall send

A challenge to its end;

And when it comes, say, Welcome friend!

Longfellow’s Hyperion.

After spending four days in collecting a

stock of meat to bear to their respective

homes, the gathering dispersed.

Helen, Andries, and Zillah returned alone,

both girls having found husbands. After

the return, for many days, the little hut

was lonely and sad
;

poor Andries going

alone to his traps, and Zillah sitting the

whole day by the door with her tear-filled

eyes fixed upon the direction her children

had been taken.
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Helen employed herself in plaiting grass

mats, intending to make Zillah go and bar-

ter them amongst her friends, and thns rouse

her a little from her stupor of grief.

One afternoon she was busily at work,

lightening her labour by trying to cheer

Zilllah, to whom she told tales of her native

land, telling her to contrast her own misery

with what she felt. Her children were

alive and happy, while all, even life itself,

was a blank to her, her very existence

being unknown to those she loved.

Zillah listened, growing interested, until,

starting up, she uttered an exclamation of

delight, and, pointing to the plain, cried in a

voice of ecstasy, “ They come, they come !”

Then, without a word of explanation, ran off

to seek Andries.

Helen vainly strained her eyes, she could

see nothing. The vast plain lay lifeless be-
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fore her, not a vestige of a human being to

be seen. Thinking Zillah had been dream-

ing, she quietly resumed her work.

She was interrupted by the return of her

host and hostess, both of whom exclaimed

again, “They come !”

Helen’s eyes, however, could distinguish

no more than before, nor could she obtain

an answer to her entreaty to be told what

they saw. Completely absorbed, the natives

stood gazing towards the west, their features

betraying their excitement.

Presently Andries shook his head, and,

turning bitterly away, muttered, “ English

travellers.”

It was now Helen’s turn to start. With

throbbing veins she gazed across the

plain, and at last distinguished a moving

object.

An hour passed, the three watchers still
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remained gazing at the wagons, becoming

now every minute more distinct.

Another hour passed.

Still Helen stood, her hands pressed

closely to her throbbing breast, from which her

heart seemed about to leap at every pulsa-

tion, while floods of conflicting thoughts

filled her mind. Could her prayers be an-

swered—hope, almost dead, be realized ?

All was as yet conjecture; they might

be Dutch settlers. She scarcely dare enter-

tain the thought of their being English,

and hope deferred was sickening her very

soul, when Zillah in a disappointed tone

exclaimed,

“ They are English !”

Suspense was over : rescue was at hand.

She would see an English face, hear her

native tongue tell her of her own dear coun-

try, perchance something of her family
;
and
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falling upon her knees she buried her face

in her hands and burst into tears.

At first neither Zillah nor Andries could

understand the cause of her emotion, hut

when they did, they too began to weep,

beseeching her not to go away, and holding

out many temptations which they thought

might induce her to stay
;

Andries even

promising she should be queen of their tribe

if she chose.

Helen scarcely heard them; her deliverers

were every moment coming nearer. A short

time, and she could distinguish the figures

of the drivers
;
they were within a mile, and

with straining eyes was watching their ad-

vance, when they disappeared round the end

of a small hill, and she saw them no more.

In about half an hour, little columns of

smoke explained the cause of their disapear-

ance. Now came a chance for Zillah to lay
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in a store of her prized tea, while Andries

was no less delighted at the thought of bar-

tering some of the skins heaped in the hut

for tobacco and snuff.

Collecting as many skins and as much dried

meat as they could carry, the pair set off in the

direction of the travellers, planning as they

went how they should keep Helen out of

sight, and, by telling terrible stories of the

dangers in the neighbourhood, persuade the

Englishmen to start, even that night. Satis-

fied with their plot, they trudged merrily

on, anticipating the pleasures of a feast.

Helen being, much to her own surprise,

left alone, remained sitting at the entrance

of the hut, and after watching the figures of

her dark friends vanish over the hill, she

leant her head upon her hand, while her

thoughts dwelt unrestrained upon the pro-

spect of release.

L



146 ADVENTURES IN CAEERARLA •

More than eighteen months had now

elapsed since the day of the shipwreck. What

changes might not have taken place ? Could

she dare to expect to meet all she had left ?

The uncertainty as to the fate of her daugh-

ters returned with redoubled violence
;
and a

cold chill thrilled her heart as she remembered

the changes and chances of war, and how

her gallant husband might have fallen.

Completely overcome by reaction from

the remembrance of the past, Helen sat

buried in thought, seeing nothing, hearing

nothing, until she was forcibly recalled to the

present by the voice of one who had been

gazing at her for some time.

The words of greeting in her native tongue

broke like music upon her ear, and yet, from

her excitement, were perfectly unintelligible;

nor did she gather the stranger’s meaning

until he had repeated them more than once,
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ending by calling her by name
;

tbe hot

blood rushed to her face, as he did so, and,

perfectly speechless, she stood gazing at

the man, whose face, though familiar, she

could still connect with nothing in the past.

With great delicacy the stranger kept his

eyes fixed upon the ground, standing cap

in hand before her, giving her time to recover

her calmness. At last she found voice to ask

almost inaudibly

—

“ Who he was, and who had sent him ?”

The old man looked up, with a gentle smile.

“Ah! ye dinna ken me, madam; time

has changed me, but ye can surely remember

Alick Waugh, at your service.”

“ Alick Waugh !” exclaimed Helen; the

familiar name bringing back the days of her

girlhood, for Alick had been her father’s

right hand for many a year.

“ Alick Waugh, my dear old friend ! Oh !

l 2
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what has brought you here ?” and, clasping

his hand, Helen gazed in his face.

“ ’Deed, Miss Helen, or Mrs. Somerset as

I should call ye, your own self brought me

here
;
I came to seek ye, and take ye away

to a ceevilizcd land again.”

“ And my husband, Alick, and my chil-

dren
;
can you not tell me of them ?”

“ Well, my lady, they are all in health,

please the Almighty— at least, were so

when your good friend Mrs- Neil heard

frae them. Ah ! my dear lady, it was a

sorry day ye sailed in that auld tub o’ a

ship—but God’s will be done.”

“ Yes, dear old Alick, God’s will be done

;

it is all over now, and I shall go to my own.

Oh ! my poor heart is bursting and, sink-

ing down, she covered her face, and sobbed

hysterically.

Alick’s face was a strange mixture of
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perplexity and pity, and tears beginning to

roll down his furrowed cheeks, he brushed

them angrily away, muttering that he was

an “ auld fool;” then, thinking wisely

enough that the best method of calming

Helen’s emotion was to speak of her

daughters’ rescue and reunion with their

father, he sat down, before clearing his

throat once or twice to attract her attention,

he asked if she would like to hear how the

young ladies were saved.

Helen looked up and nodded, but could

not speak.

“Well, my lady,” said Alick, “ye see,

the boat was a strong one
;

it stood the

terrible waves, and got safe under lee of

the shore. Once there, all was compara-

tively easy, and in a few hours they got

safe to land. They travelled down to Natal,

and from there went back to Cape Town,
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where Mrs. Neil took them under her care.

Poor things, they were almost broken-

hearted about you, and wrung our hearts

with their account of the wreck, and how

you had saved them, and done everything.

Dr. Philip was going up the country, and

went out of his way, to try and pick up

some tidings. He came upon the very spot

where a few planks of the ship still lay,

but not a sign to tell of any survivors, and

when he came back to Cape Town with his

bad news, I thought the poor young ladies

would have gone demented
;
but letters from

the Colonel cheered them, and then he him-

self came, and after going up the coast and

trying every way to find out the truth,

he found a sailor who pretended to be the

only one saved, and who affirmed that you

were washed overboard soon after the boat

got away.”
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Helen started, exclaiming, “ Every man

was drowned. Alick, lie was an impostor.”

“Yes, my lady, but ye may pardon him
;

he has gone to give an account of his sins to

the Almighty. The poor Colonel took to the

man, and when he heard from him how you

had often spoken with him during the storm,

and bade him trust in heaven, there was

nothing too good for him. So when he and

the young ladies went back to India, he left

money in Mrs. Neil’s hands to be paid every

month to the sailor. Well, my lady, a month

or two had passed her, when Mrs. Neil

sent for me, and began asking about this

man. She did not like his looks, she said,

and more than half suspected him of not

telling the truth. Well, I watched him for

a long time, but could find out nothing till

six months ago. It was this way ;—by a

strange chance the list of sailors on board,
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which is often left in the owner’s or agent’s

hands, fell into Mrs. Neil’s. I believe she

never rested till she had it, though she had

said nothing more about her suspicions.

Well, my lady, as I was going to say, she

sent for me one day, and, putting the list in

my hand, said, ‘ Eead that, Alick.’ I did

so, and waited for her to explain. ‘ What is

the man’s name who said he was one of

them ?’ said she. I started
;
his name was

not amongst the crew. ‘ Go and bring him,

Alick,’ said she, ‘ but tell nothing.’ I did

so
;
she received him as usual—gave him a

glass of wine and made him sit down—then

began talking of the wreck in the middle. She

suddenly asked him if he knew two men

called David and John Morgan. lie thought

for a while, and then said, ‘No, he did not.’

After a time, she requested him to mention

the names of some of his messmates in the
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ill-fated Abercromby. He looked puzzled, but

at last, determined to brazen it out, gave her

a long list of names, not one of them being in

the ship’s list, which she kept lying beside her

amongst a heap of letters and other things.

After he had done, she wished him 1 Good day’

and sent him off, thinking himself the cleverest

fellow in the world. ‘ Alick,’ said Mrs. Neil

to me, £ you must get into a merchant’s com-

pany, and go and look for your old mistress

;

she is not dead, I am now sure she escaped.

So I set off privately, for Mrs. Neil did not

wish to raise hopes from which she had really

no ground except her own thoughts. Three

times I went with merchants, and, until the

last, I was quite unsuccessful. The third

journey, however, I fell in with some Caffres,

who said there was a white woman far up the

country. This reanimated me. Having

collected some money, I fitted up this expe-
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dition, and set off determined to find you,

and, thank God, my labours are crowned

with success.”

After some time spent in answering

Helen’s questions, Alick told her Mrs. Neil

had sent letters by him which would explain

more than he could, as she heard regularly

from India. Anxious to obtain these pre-

cious letters, Helen was impatient until

Alick departed.

Hour after hour passed, and no letter

came; the natives, too, had not returned;

and Helen was left a prey to hope and fear,

for the way Alick avoided all explanation as

to the Colonel’s movements had awakened a

fear that something was concealed—some-

thing left for Mrs. Neil’s letter to break.

This idea grew stronger as time passed on

and no messenger came.

At last a Hottentot driver brought a thick



ADVENTURES IN CAFFRARIA. 155

letter, and also a note from Alick, who said

11 that he must continue his journey to-

morrow, hut would return in a day or two

;

that he would leave his Avagon in her charge,

so that she might get what she pleased, as it

was all her OAvn.”

As Helen read the note, her fear increased,

and, with trembling hands, she broke the seal

of Mrs. Neil’s.

# # # #

The sky grew crimson with the setting

sun
;
cloud after cloud became golden, then

passed away, until the deep blue of night

reached the very horizon.

Stars glimmered out, studding the dark

vault like glittering sand. At last the pale

sad moon herself came gently forth, shedding

her silvery light over the waving grass.

Heedless of all, motionless, as if turned to

stone, her wide-stretched eyes fixed upon
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vacancy, Helen sat with the fatal letter

crushed in her hand, short convulsive sobs

bursting at intervals from her breast.

She was alone, alone with her anguish, an

anguish of grief deeper than that caused by

death itself—the stroke that crushes but kills

not, breaking the heart, yet leaving it to

linger on in life-long agony.

“ Oh, that I had perished !” were the first

words that broke from Helen’s lips as she

gazed wildly roimd.

“ Why, why was I left for this ? 0 God,

what have I done—what sin so great as to

call for such fearful punishment ? There is

no one to speak to me : all, all, are gone

;

even he—my idol, my darling—he has for-

saken me—my husband, mine no more. Yet

he is—yes, by Heaven, he is mine yet.”

Starting to her feet, she stood erect, then,

muttering, “0, God ! this agony is greater
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than I can bear,” she fell prostrate npon the

earth. After a time she looked up, and put

her hand to her head.

It was the hand that still involuntarily-

held that letter, and as the paper touched

her it seemed to sting her to madness.

In an instant she sprang to her feet, and

uttering a cry like that of some wounded

animal, she attempted to fling the letter

away
;
but her fingers still remained closed

convulsively, and, in the delirium of the

moment, she tried in vain to unclench them.

“I ammad, mad!” she shrieked. “My

head is on fire. Where are you ail ? Why
did you tell me he was married again ? 0,

Heaven ! they’ve driven me mad. Zillah,

Andries, water, water, or I shall choke !”

There was no answer. Zillah was quietly

drinking tea with the wagoners, and

Andries sitting near, with a large paper of
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snuff before him, thinking himself the hap-

piest man in the world.

After listening eagerly for the answer that

came not, Ilelcn exclaimed bitterly, u They

are all gone.” She groaned, “ I am alone,

but I will go to him; he is mine yet. I

will go.”

Like lightning she sprang down the hill,

and, scarcely knowing where she went, ran

on in the direction the wagons had come.

Excitement lent strength and fleetness to

her limbs. Mile after mile she sped along,

until nature failed, and she fell, powerless

and exhausted.

How long she lay she knew not
;
the

stupor must have lasted some hours, the sun

being high in heaven when she became, in

a degree, sensible of her situation.

For some time she was bewildered and

forgetful of the past, but the sight of the
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letters speedily brought back the whole

dreadful truth. Then came a wish to read

them again, and for an hour or more she sat

poring over the page upon which was written

the story of her loss.

An enclosure, which had before escaped

her notice, now dropped to the ground. It

was in her husband’s handwriting, and

proved to be an extract cut out of a letter.

The lines danced before Helen’s eyes, and it

was some time before she could compose

herself enough to read it.

The words were few, merely announcing

the fact of his union with Edith M‘Kenzie,

the widow of his old friend, General

M £Kenzie, and adding, “ She was a great

friend of my poor Helen’s.”

Helen read these words over and over, until

they seemed engraven on her heart.

“ Her friend,” she thought. Yes, Edith



1G0 ADVENTURES IN CAFFRARIA.

had indeed been her friend, sympathizing

with her in her trials, and breathing peace

into her heart by her gentle counsel
;
and,

though the pang was bitter, perhaps it was

still more so because Edith had been her

greatest friend, she was now the mother of

her children, and, even in her agony, she

felt a sense of relief that they had such a

woman to watch over and guide them.

Mrs. Neil’s letter spoke of one that had

been received from Edith, in which she said

much of her grief for Helen, and how her

love for her would teach her to guide her

children.

Helen pondered the words in her heart,

comparing them with her husband’s, and a

new feeling stole in. What was she about

to do ? They mourned her as one' dead, and,

believing it the will of God, had bowed to

his rod. What had she to do with them now?



ADVENTURES IN CAFFRARIA. 161

Could she go to that home, whose peace had

been her one aim on earth, and bring misery

and reproach,—sully the name she had borne

so proudly,—blight with the brand of sin

lives she would die to save ?

Why should she do this? Better a thousand-

fold be dead to them, than a curse by living.

She alone would suffer, the agony would die

with her.

The struggle in Helen’s heart was sharp,

the path she conceived to be her duty was

thorny, leading she knew not whither, at

best to a life of exile amongst savages

—

living, dying, alone and in a strange land.

Again came the thought, she alone would

drink the cup, whilst even the bitterness of

that cup would be sweetened by the thought

that she was giving up all for her husband’s

peace of mind.

Gradually a light shone upon the dark-.

M
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ness of her heart. Heaven was above all, and

her prayers would follow them
;
and now

Helen’s mind was made up, and kneeling she

prayed for strength to hold fast the good re-

solution she had formed.

Eising from her knees, she looked round

in hopes of recognizing some landmark, but

all was new and strange. She was alone in

the desert, night would come, and what

might not her fate be ?

The danger and perplexity of her situa-

tion gave vigour to her mind, and, as is often

the way with those who in ordinary mo-

ments or trials seem weak and helpless,

when really put to a test such as many would

sink under, hear up calm and resolute, and

act as guides to those who before scorned

their weakness
;
and it was thus with Helen.

She knew her danger, and, knowing all de-

pended upon her courage and determina-
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tion, rushed bravely on, searching for some

path which would lead her to a familiar

spot.
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CHAPTER X.

“Look not mournfully into the past; it comes not

again. Wisely improve the present
;

it is thine. Go

forth to meet the shadowy future without fear.”

Longfellow’s Hyperion.

Another hour passed, and darkness fell

upon the earth. "Worn out by her exertions,

Helen vainly attempted to walk, and at length

lay down resolving to meet her fate.

Wild beasts of the desert roared around,

yet none came near, and hour after hour

crept away until sleep closed her eyes.

The rays of the warm sun awoke her, and,

feeling chill and hungry, she rose and began

to search for some of the many roots the
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natives find in tlie desert. This she at last

succeeded in doing. The exercise having

given a warmth to her limbs, she determined

to look about for some symptoms of a road.

After being often disappointed, she at last

came upon the track left by Alick’s wagons.

Profiting by what she had read, of tracing a

party by their footsteps, she easily saw the

direction taken, and, without a moment’s

hesitation, set off at as quick a pace as her

weary legs would bear her.

In her delirium she had run further than

she had any idea of. Mile after mile she

toiled wearily along, but still no symptom of

the hut was visible. She now began to fear

she had taken a wrong direction, but, upon

examining the footprints, she saw she was

pursuing the route taken by the party.

Surely the distance could not be great

now, and, determined not to give in, she
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still "went on until night again hid the tracks,

and, fearful of missing her way, she sat down

to wait, in hopes that her friends might light

a fire, and thus guide her. Nor was she

wrong. About an hour after nightfall, a

bright flame shot up not more than a mile

ahead
;
scarcely less bright was the glow that

sprang to Ilclen’s heart, as, invigorated by her

rest and the welcome beacon, she hastened on.

Yet, in her anxiety, she had over-calculated

her strength, and, before she had gone many

hundred yards, her limbs gave way, and she

sank powerless to the ground.

Again her indomitable perseverance bore

her out; and, though unable to walk, she

crept upon her hands and knees, and actually

proceeded the rest of the way in that manner.

Getting near enough, she shouted with her

utmost strength, a glad answer was instantly

returned, and, in a few minutes, she was
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lifted in Alick’s arms, and carried to the

side of the fire
;
the poor man shuddering as

he saw the pale haggard face upon which

those few hours of agony had stamped the

marks of years.

Almost weeping, Alick clasped her hand

in his, and kissed it over and over again,

while he besought her to remember God in

her trouble.

Poor Helen could not speak, a swelling

rose in her throat, which ended in an attack

of hysterics, succeeded by a long fainting

fit.

When she recovered to consciousness,

Zillah was bathing her face with water, and

Alick stood wringing his hands, beseeching

Heaven to forgive him for killing her.

Great was the good old man’s astonish-

ment when Helen told of her determination

;

in vain he besought her at least to return to
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her mother’s sister, who lived in England.

This, however, Helen decidedly refused.

After questioning Alick more particularly

as to Mrs. Kiel’s suspicions of her existence,

she found it was more from respect to Alick

than from any conviction of the truth of his

assertions of his late mistress still living,

the letter had been written
;
indeed, when

she gave it to him, she told him she had not

the slightest hope of his expedition ending

successfully.

This gave Helen great relief, and made

her course much simpler. How there was

only Alick to win to secresy, and he, she

well knew, would die rather than disobey

her.

After a couple of days spent in selecting

what would be most useful out of the store

brought in the wagons, and arranging a

plan by which Alick might, she hoped, be
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enabled to communicate with her, and thus

from time to time give her information of

the welfare of those for whom she was

sacrificing so much, Alick departed to pro-

secute his journey still further inland, and

dispose of the remainder of his goods.

Finding one wagon sufficient to convey all

that he could expect to dispose of, he drew

the other far under cover of the hush, con-

signing both it and the team to the charge

of Andries, rather an unusual risk for a pru-

dent Scot to run
;
but Helen assured him

so confidently of the honesty of these Hot-

tentot Bushmen, that he forgot their gene-

rally reputed character and love of thieving.

His last gift to Helen was a pair of pocket

pistols, small enough for her to conceal in

her breast
;
and these he made her promise

to keep continually by her, telling her his

apprehensions that the disturbances even
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then agitating the frontier might ere long

extend to the interior.

For some days after his departure Andries

and Zillah were fully employed arranging

the treasures he left them, while Helen me-

chanically assisted, though her pallid cheek

and sunken eye plainly showed how little

she knew what was passing.

She dare not look upon the future, and

her bitter grief clouded everything. Life

appeared a dark waste—the valley of the

shadow of death, nay, darker than the tomb

itself : death would bring release, life only

brought captivity, hopeless, irremediable cap-

tivity ;—and, as hour after hour crept by, all

was the same. The sun rose and set, day

and night brought no alleviation to her

misery, nor could it ever.

The thought almost maddened her, and

in bitterness of heart she prayed for change

—
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death —anything to break the 'monotony of

the present.

The change was even then at hand. A
party of Caffres retiring from the frontier,

now becoming too hot for them, happened to

hit upon the spoor of the wagons, and, track-

ing it step by step, arrived within sight of

the hut at nightfall. After holding a council

of war, they had determined to wait for

darkness before risking a nearer approach to

what they fancied the beginning of a new

settlement.

Darkness came, and Andries, after secur-

ing the oxen in a temporary fold, was re-

turning to his hut, when the shrill whistle of

an arrow passing within a few inches of his

head startled him disagreeably from his

security.

There was a peculiar tone in the whistle

which his experienced ears recognized, and
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the reader need scarcely be told, that to

shout out a friendly welcome in his native

tongue was the work of a moment. lie was

instantly surrounded by a group of Caffres,

one of whom, he saw with some fear, was

the renowned chief Macomo.

Knowing that these keen-eyed warriors

would at once discover both cattle and wagon,

and anxious to gain an opportunity to warn

Helen, as well as conceal some of the pro-

perty given him by Alick, he at once told

them of the prize they had hit upon, and how

it had been left in his charge by a merchant

going up the country.

The latter fact was unusual enough to ex-

cite their suspicions, and while one party

went in search of the prize, Macomo himself,

with two or three of his favourite companions,

stealthily followed the wily Bushman, who,

thinking he had circumvented their cunning,
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chuckled triumphantly to himself, as he ran

swiftly home.

Bursting into the hut, he called to Helen

to hide herself instantly, as the Caffres were

there, and then, utterly deaf to Zillah’s

questions, he began to collect and stow away

in every available hiding-place, the pans, &c.

left by Alick.

His work, however, was rather uncere-

moniously interrupted by a loud laugh, and

turning, he saw he had been outwitted.

Utterly at a loss what excuse to invent,

he stood with downcast eyes the very picture

of despair and cowardice.

Macomo, however, paid little attention to

his conduct the appearance of a white

woman confirmed his suspicions as to the

fidelity of the Bushman. Pointing to her,

he ordered her hands to be bound, and then,

without taking any notice of Zillah’s out-



174 ADVENTURES IN CAEFRARIA.

cries, sternly questioned Andries as to where

the rest of the whites were.

Falling upon his knees, the man told

him the truth, which, however, seemed too

improbable to excite the chief’s belief.

The hut was soon full of Caffrcs, decked

out in their war-dresses, bearing their

weapons and immense shields.

Helen gazed fearlessly upon them. She

had nothing to apprehend
;

they could do no

worse than kill her, and, an hour before, she

had prayed for death. There was something

almost welcome in the coming of these war-

riors, who stood grouped in the firelight like

statues in the stillness and grace of their

attitudes.

After a long, and, of course, needless,

search for more whites, Macomo, thinking

they had secured prize enough, ordered the

cattle to be fastened to the wagon, and,
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seating himself in it, bade Helen place her-

self beside him.

Zillah now flung her arms round her,

calling Andries to help. She defied the

whole party to rob her of her white child.

Helen, deeply touched by the affection of the

poor woman, added her entreaties to be left

where she was. But the Caffres grew impa-

tient; and, despite her tears, she was seized,

her arms torn from the Bushwoman’s neck,

round which she had clasped them, and, after

being firmly bound, she was lifted into the

wagon.

Often and often in the days of her captivity

did the kindness of her poor bush friends rise

before her, but in vain she attempted to find

out and reward them for their love.

Macomo then gave the order to proceed,

and before Helen had recovered from the

stupor their roughness caused, darkness had
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veiled the hut from her sight, and all she

could distinguish were the bright eyes of

the far-famed Caffre chief fixed steadily

upon her.

In vain she attempted to close hers, or

escape the strange power his gaze exercised

over her : even though she shut her eyelids,

she felt the glare, and fancied she could see

his still upon her.

Yet he moved not, but sat perfectly still

and silent, watching his prey with cat-like

perseverance, until, actually worn out by

the excitement of her own feelings, and

lulled by the motion of the wagon, Helen

forgot her fear, and fell into a quiet sleep.

Macomo saw her eyes close, and, smiling

to himself, leant over to look more narrowly

into her pale, quiet face. Being perfectly

satisfied, by the regularity of her breathing,

that she really slept, he touched her cheek
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with his hand, comparing its softness with

his own rough skin. Then, as she moved, he

drew back, and remained buried in profound

thought.

About an hour after sunrise the party

halted, and, unspanning the oxen, prepared

to eat, the chief sitting apart from his war-

riors.

Helen was lifted from the wagon and

conducted to Macomo, who bade her divide

his meat for him.

The blood rushed to her cheek as the order

was given. During the short time that

elapsed from her awakening to the present

moment she had thought intently of her

situation. Macomo’s admiration was per-

fectly evident, and, feeling that all must

depend upon herself, Helen had resolved

upon seizing the very first opportunity of

asserting her right of judgment, and by some

N
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strong measure show the superiority of a

white woman.

With her nerves strung to the utmost,

and (concealed by her shawl) one hand

grasping the now welcome pistol, she drew

herself up, and, in his own language,

distinctly refused to obey the chief’s

command. For a time he did not seem

to hear— at least, comprehend her— so

earnestly was his attention drawn to her

face and figure. At last, beginning to

understand what she meant, he looked

completely surprised, and, repeating his

order, pointed to the pile of dried meat

before him.

Again Helen refused, this time adding,

as explanation, that in her country chiefs

waited upon women.

A fierce glow flashed into the dark eyes

of the Cafire as he sprang to his feet, and,
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laying his hand upon her shoulder, again

hade her divide his food.

Helen grew paler, but her hand shook not,

as, drawing the little pistol from her breast,

she held it against his, bidding him release

her or she would fire.

Macomo, totally unprepared for such a

display, involuntarily started back, thus

giving Helen an opportunity of presenting

the second pistol. For a few seconds they

confronted each other—Helen, with unwa-

vering hand, pointing the deadly little

weapons full upon the Cafire, determina-

tion stamped upon her lip and defiance

glowing in her steady eye; the chief dis-

playing, in the changing emotions of his

countenance, the incredulous surprise he felt

—a surprise so great that it almost ap-

proached fear.

Gradually a truth dawned upon him.

n 2
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The white woman must he a great queen

or doctor in her own land
;

and, even

amongst his own tribe and nation, a chief

thought it no degradation to wait upon such.

This light having stolen into his mind, Ma-

como laid aside his spear and shield as a sign

that she too should disarm.

Helen shook her head, and, pointing first

to the warriors and then herself, told him she

was alone, while he was surrounded by

braves.

At a word the party laid then’ arms beside

their chief, and retreated some distance,

while Macomo, approaching, told her she

was safe, that no one would dare to touch or

harm her now he had given his word, laying

his hand on his hip in the Caffre mode of

making a vow, to confirm what he said.

Helen bowed her head and thanked him,

and taking her watch and chain put it round



ADVENTURES IN CAFFRARIA. 181

Macomo’s neck, bidding liim be faithful to

her, and she would do much for his people.

Perfectly frantic with delight and pride in

having such a glittering toy in his posses-

sion, Macomo threw himself upon his knees

and kissed her hand
;
then, making her sit

by him, he placed the bil-tongue* between

them, making her help herself before he

touched it, thus conferring the greatest mark

of distinction in his power, and, at the same

time, establishing her dignity in the eyes of

his warriors.

Having satisfied his hunger, he retired to

the wagon, and, taking no further notice of

Helen, wrapped himself in a blanket, and

lay down to sleep.

The band, meantime, gathered round their

guest, wondering what she was, but keeping

* Bil-tongue, a kind of dried beef much used by the

Cadres.



182 ADVENTURES IN CAFFRARIA.

at a respectful distance, in wholesome fear

and remembrance of the much-dreaded

pistols.

Helen had heard and read sufficient of the

character and customs of the Caffre to feel

perfectly secure, and, fearing nothing, sat

patiently enduring this scrutiny, keeping a

dignified silence, in case any mistake she

made in etiquette might endanger her

authority.

Her task was not an easy one
;
the Caffres’

curiosity was insatiable, nor did they retire

until the voice of Macomo bade them prepare

to proceed.

The order was a release for Helen, who

gladly ascended the wagon, and, seating

herself in the comerto avoid Macomo’s bright

eyes, drew out the little Bible left her by

Alick, and prepared to read.

For some time she was suffered to do so
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undisturbed, forgetting everything in the

comfort she drew from these precious pages.

She was somewhat startled to hear a mut-

tered exclamation of surprise close at her

ear.

Macomo had approached noiselessly, and

was staring with superstitious wonder at the

book she held.

“ What is it?” he demanded, pointing to

the Bible.

u The word of God,” was Helen’s myste-

rious answer
;
thus unintentionally confirm-

ing the Caffre’s dread, who shrank back with

an expression of fear. After a time, gaining

courage, he asked her to tell him what her

God said to her.

Helen was puzzled, a thousand promises

and commands sprang to her lips
;
but then,

what could the ignorant savage at her side

understand by them ? She must tell him
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something vrithin the comprehension of his

intellect.

“ He says He loves us, that He will take

care of us, and, if we obey Him, give us a

better country after we die.”

“ Good,” muttered the Catfre.

“ Yes,” said Helen, “ He is a good

God.”

“ Where lives your God ?” asked Macomo.

Helen thought a moment, and then pointed

to the sky.

“ Ah !
” exclaimed the chief,

“ the Dutch

have a God there too. Dutch doctors tell

me of Him.”

Then, relapsing into silence, he sat with

his chin resting in the palm of his hand, his

eyes fixed upon Helen. At last an expres-

sion, half of doubt, half of anxiety, arose,

and he said :

—

“ Listen, white doctor. I am a great chief,
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I am Macomo, the warrior of whom the

whites tell their red soldiers. I live in the

great rich land—the Caflreland. I have many

warriors and many wives. Macomo brings

choice meat to his wives. Macomo steals rich

prizes for his wives. They wear bright

cloth and coloured beads. Behold, the white

doctor shall be the greatest !
”

This was the moment Helen dreaded. The

fiery eyes that were fixed upon her seemed to

penetrate her thoughts, and before she had

determined how to soften and yet explain

her refusal, she could see a gathering frown

darken the Caffre’s brow.

“ Great Macomo,” she answered, “ I

know you are a mighty warrior, and that

your wives are very proud
;
but in my coun-

try I could not be a wife
;
I would be no

more loved or great. I will be your doctor.

I will go with your warriors to battle, and
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heal them from death, but I cannot be your

wife.”

The Caffre’s eyes grew blood-red, and he

clutched his robe fiercely with one hand.

But Helen’s gaze met his undauntedly.

“ The white woman has the heart of a

Caffre warrior
;
let it be as she willetn.”

A smile now chased away the gloomy

frown, and never again did the noble-hearted

chief allude to his request. Proud of her

confidence and friendship, he honoured her

above all, and Helen had every reason to be

grateful that the chivalrous Macomo had been

her captor.

Macomo began to look out anxiously for

messengers from the kraal, which they were

every hour drawing nearer
;
and Helen dis-

covered that, in place of travelling directly

inland as she imagined, they had, by a some-

what circuitous route, returned towards the
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frontier
;
the evident anxiety displayed by

the party being attributable to the vicinity

of English troops.

They travelled by night, halting in some

valley by day, always sending on a party of

scouts to ascertain that their path was clear.

Macomo left Helen more to herself, march-

ing with his warriors as if afraid to trust to

their look-out alone.

This went on for three days, and then, on

the fourth night, they were encountered by a

party despatched from the kraal, warning

them of the fact, that it was surrounded on

all sides by a British army, who, ever since

Macomo’s departure, had been concentrat-

ing their force, and had gathered in an

immense body, being joined by the riflemen

and farmers from the frontier.

Helen heard the unwelcome news with a

sickening feeling of dread, lest, in the event
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of an attack, slic should fall into her coun-

trymen’s hands— a strange thing for an

Englishwoman to fear—yet it was even so
;

the prospect of being questioned or, perhaps,

even recognized by her captors, had greater

pain to her than the prospect of exile.

Macomo came to her himself, to announce

the proximity of her countrymen, evidently

suspicious that she would take the first op-

portunity of escaping
;
but this she speedily

satisfied him was not the truth, making him

believe she had committed some crime which

would sentence her to immediate death if

she fell into their hands.

This was all he required. The white

doctor would not escape
;

and, perfectly

happy, Macomo left her, to make prepara-

tions for entering the kraal.
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CHAPTER XI.

The neigh of cavalry
;
the tinkling throngs

Of laden camels, and their drivers’ songs
;

Ringing of arms, and flapping in the breeze

Of streamers from ten thousand canopies ;

—

War music bursting out from time to time.”

Laila Rookh.

The place chosen by the Caffres as their

camp was calculated to withstand a much

greater force than they could have met in

open warfare. It was, in fact, the top of an

almost inaccessible hill, three sides of which

were covered by a thick bush, while the

fourth presented a perpendicular precipice.

The English troops, after reconnoitring
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the enemy’s position, placed themselves so as

to surround three sides of the hill, believing

the precipice on the last a sufficient guard.

Yet it was to this very spot that Macomo,

under cover of night, led his band, and, out-

spanning under the rock, prepared for the

seemingly impossible undertaking of entering

the camp.

One of the scouts first advanced, and, after

examining the face of the rock, began the

ascent, clambering up with cat-like agility,

until a short howl at the top annoimced his

safety.

A few minutes now elapsed, and then a

thick rope was lowered
;
to it was attached a

noose, and this being fastened round the

oxen, they were, one after another, hoisted

quickly up. The wagon then followed,

Helen looking on in wonder and amazement,

smiling to herself as she heard the “All’s
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well” of the English sentries, and thought

how little they knew the enemies they had

to deal with.

Her reverie was cut short by Macomo

whispering that she must go now, and,

passively submitting, in a few moments she

found herself safe upon a wide platform of

rock, which she at once saw was covered by

Caffres, who stared at her with great as-

tonishment, at first inclined to think they

had made some mistake or that the English

had cheated them. Their perplexity, how-

ever, ceased when the scout whispered

Helen’s dignity, and how she was Macomo’s

property.

As soon as the whole of the returning

party had been drawn up, Macomo took

Helen’s hand, and, bidding her welcome, led

her through the thick bush to a different

part of the hill, directing his course by a
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bright fire, which, in fact, marked his own

hut.

His approach was now known, and loud

shouts greeted them as they drew near.

Hews of the chief’s return, and the Doctor

Queen who accompanied him, spread like

wildfire, and hundreds crowded round, gazing

with astonishment upon Helen’s white face.

Having come into the full light of the fire,

she was distinctly visible, and a shout burst

from many of them as, kneeling, Macomo

kissed her hand, and again bade her wel-

come. Ambitious of gaining their chief’s

applause, his warriors pressed forward, and,

following his example, welcomed her as

their “ Queen Doctor.”

An old woman, the eldest of the race, and

chief wife of their last king, took her hand,

asserting her privilege, and led Helen away to

the privacy of her own hut. Once there,
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the old creature made her lie down, while

she herself set to work preparing some food,

watching all the time, and every now and

then coming to feel some article of dress

which attracted her curiosity.

One thing particularly drew forth her

great admiration : that was a scarlet hand-

kerchief which was round Helen’s neck, and

shone brilliantly in the firelight.

The handkerchief was speedily off, and, to

the old woman’s unspeakable delight, was

fastened round her black throat by Helen’s

own hands.

Her joy quite overcame her consideration

for the donor, and, intent upon showing her

prize, she rushed off, displaying it in every

direction, and leaving Helen a short time of

most welcome solitude.

At last the old creature returned, and,

having made Helen eat, wrapped her in a

o
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great skin and laid her down, seating herself

by the door, and in the light of a fire near,

to contemplate her prize.

Helen now began a new life with the fol-

lowing day—a life which gradually assumed

many charms, and, full as it was of enter-

prise and usefulness, served, in a great

measure, to wean her thoughts from the

misery of her lot.

A few days saw her installed in all the

dignity of a priestess, or rather, as she was

universally named, “ Mother Doctor ”—her

name finding her out by the recognition of

some Caffres who had seen her in Andries’

hut, and who, proud of their knowledge, told

wonderful tales of her skill in healing all

sorts of wounds and sicknesses. Dining the

tranquillity that succeeded Macomo’s return

she had a good opportunity of understanding

the native disposition of the Caffres, and soon



ADVENTURES IN CAFFEARIA. 195

began to see perfectly bow sbe should deal

with them.

It is a saying amongst themselves that “ a

Caffre can cheat the daylight;” and such,

indeed, appeared the case. No watch kept

by the English prevented these skilful

robbers bearing off their cattle. Night after

night parties were lowered from the encamp-

ment, and by daybreak were safely back,

driving to the strange ascent cattle from the

different commissariat pens.

Disguised as Eingoes, they one night

penetrated within the very lines of the —th

Regiment, got amongst the cattle, and, pre-

tending to keep them together, managed to

detach themby threes and fours. The sentries,

thinking them the Eingoe herdsmen, paid

little attention, concluding when they saw

the robber driving back a solitary bullock

that he had been looking for some stray

o 2
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beasts. Thus, in a few hours, the Caffres

carried off, through the very lines, about

sixty head of cattle, an exploit which gained

them great honour, and served to amuse

many a day—for a Caffre warrior likes to

“fight his battles over again” as much as

any of her Majesty’s old officers
;
and many

a tale of former daring, both against the

enemy and wild animals, did Helen hear

from the lips of her dark-skinned friends.

Every movement of the English, nay, then-

very intentions, seemed known to Macomo,

who, eluding all Colonel Graham’s endea-

vours to bring him to an open battle,

harassed the troops from every quarter,

coming upon them from the most unlikely

spots, sending their poisoned arrows to an

almost incredible distance, seldom missing

their aim, which, though it might not be

fatal at the time, usually ended in death, or
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left such a rankling, disordered wound,

that the little darts were more dreaded by

the soldiers than a cannon-shot would have

been.

Few were the prisoners they captured,

and these generally died immediately. At

last Helen heard that a returning party had

fallen in with a troop of the —th Dragoons,

and, after a fair hand-to-hand fight, had fled,

bringing with them two prisoners, though

losingthe cattle whichtheywere driving away.

Her work was now before her. These

soldiers were her countrymen : her duty was

plain
;
and, hastening to Macomo, she de-

manded them, asserting her right as doctor,

and offering, as pledge for their safety, her

own life.

Macomo did not hesitate. Fully convinced

of the truth of all she had spoken, he needed

no new evidence of her faith to his people,
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and gladly made over to her the entire

charge of the wounded, a task Helen soon

found was no light one, for, as the heat

increased, the danger of even the slightest

hurt grew greater, and the number of pri-

soners increased also, though the frequent

recapture of the stolen cattle often threatened

the camp with starvation.

At first Helen found it a difficult matter

to parry the questions her surprised patients

greeted her with, who, little dreaming of

finding a gentle English nurse beside them,

thought they had opened their eyes in Para-

dise. At length, when almost despairing of

keeping her secret, she bethought her of

personating a Sister of Charity. This saved

her identity, for so well known were the

good sisterhood to European, and particularly

English, soldiers, that to find one of them

exercising her heavenly avocations even in
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a Caffre’s kraal excited little curiosity or sus-

picion.

Her new work occupied every moment,

and at last, her patients becoming more

numerous than she could thoroughly attend,

she selected four Caffrc women as assistants,

one of them being the young daughter of the

great Sandilli. The child—for she was little

more—had become passionately attached to

Helen, and even before she chose any one to

help her, had learnt to carry the proper

medicines and soothe the pillows of the poor

captives.

Only one or two of the prisoners had as

yet been officers : one of these, a young

Scotchman, partly penetrated Helen’s dis-

guise. He had watched her narrowly,

saying little, in case of attracting her suspi-

cions, and thus putting her upon her guard.

Day by day he grew more convinced that
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she did not belong to the holy order, from

which she might indeed have claimed honour.

Day by day her sad, patient face grew

fairer and dearer. It lightened his hours of

pain, smiling upon him in bis dreams,

wearing a halo of glory round the pale brow,

such as he imagined angels might.

Fearful of frightening her from his side,

he struggled against what he felt, even then,

must be a hopeless love, and, manfully com-

batting with his feelings, kept them effec-

tually concealed.

The day came at last, however, when the

whole torrent broke forth.

Overpowered by the intelligence that he

was to be exchanged as a prisoner of war,

he must now part from her who, in spite of

himself, had become woven into his life

itself, and he seized her hand in an agony of

excitement, beseeching her to confide in
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him, pouring forth the tale of his devotion

in such a passion of love that Helen, over-

come by astonishment and grief, stood

perfectly helpless, listening, yet scarcelj

believing her ears, and keeping her eyes

fixed upon the agitated face of the excited

boy, who, with all the chivalry of youth and

love, besought her to be his wife in spite of

the world.

The deadly pallor of her face at last

arrested his words, and, fearful of he scarcely

knew what, he paused, looking up beseech-

ingly in her eyes.

For a few seconds neither spoke. Helen

was collecting her senses, and framing as

best she could a kindly answer
;
and he,

poor fellow, seeing how utterly hopeless his

case was, waited like a criminal for his final

sentence—hopeless, yet clinging to hope as

yet unkilled.
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At last she spoke : “I thank you, my

poor hoy
;

I am a wife already. My story

would do you no good, but you will think of

me with pity should you ever hear it. God

bless you !
”

She stooped, and, touching his burning

brow with her lips, was gone, ere he be-

came wholly conscious of the meaning

of her words. Starting to his feet he

would have followed her, but her wish to

avoid bidding him farewell stayed his steps,

and, throwing himself upon the ground, he

gave way to his disappointment in a burst of

weeping.

Pity gradually stealing into his heart at

last made the tears flow rather for Helen’s

fate than his own. True, he knew not her

story, but any fate that doomed such a

woman to a life of exile in the wilds of Africa,

and among a race of savages, must indeed
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be a sad one
;
and he would have given all

he had in the world to offer her one word of

comfort.

He was roused from his dreaming by

the approach of the Caffre band appointed

to convey him to the rendezvous where

the exchange was appointed to take

place. In vain he looked for one glimpse

of that sad face. He was hurried on,

and soon had enough to do keeping up

with his fleet - footed guides through

the thick bush in front of the English

cavalry.

So ended his captivity and his dream.

His wound breaking out again, he was

sent home on sick leave, and finally left the

service
;
but, unable to conquer his desire to

assist Helen, he returned, after some years,

to the Cape.

The whole colony was ringing with her
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story, therefore his was not the only heart

that sympathized with the noble self-mar-

tyrdom of his countrywoman.
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CHAPTER XII.

Sighed and muttered,

Lost, lost, lost.

Scott.

The Caffres had become so assured of then-

superiority over the English in the kind of

warfare they managed to make it, that they

ventured more daringly and farther from

their camp. Stealing out under cover of

night and taking up then- position in some

valley on the outskirts of the English lines,

they would send a small party to act as a

decoy, and, as the English approached,

would greet them with showers of their fatal

little darts. Driven beyond all endurance
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by their continual ambushes, Colonel Gra-

ham proposed to storm the camp. His re-

quest was under the consideration of the two

generals, Maitland and Stockenstrom, when

accident accomplished the work of dispers-

ing the Caffre encampment.

A larger party than usual, having gone in

search of cattle, were driving home a herd

of some fifty fat bullocks, when they were

surprised by the sharp Colonel, who, adopt-

ing their own method of warfare, had laid

an ambush
;

suffering them to steal the

cattle in order to hamper their movements,

and thus give him time to send for a re-

inforcement to bear upon their rear. The

plan succeeded. The Caffres fought des-

perately, but were routed, and fled, leaving

more than half their force in dead and

woimded upon the plain. The greatest

disaster, however, was the discovery by their
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pursuers of their long-concealed approach.

All hope of keeping then- position was now

over, and a scene of confusion past all de-

scription followed.

A council of war being held, they resolved

to take advantage of the darkness, and cut a

way through the bush. Thus drove after

drove of cattle were taken past the advanced

posts of the British lines. Then followed

the warriors, leaving the women to cover

their retreat by keeping up their usual fires

all night, thus giving time to convey the

cattle to a place of safety.

This may, at first, seem rather a cowardly

proceeding, though, in fact, it was one of

the greatest compliments they could pay an

enemy, with whom they well knew women

and children were perfectly safe.

Colonel Graham volunteered to lead his

men against the camp that night, and ac-
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tually proposed cutting a passage through

the hush with one party, while another divi-

sion guarded the newly-discovered approach.

Unwilling to risk more than was absolutely

necessary, and feeling confident that, now

the last entrance was in their hands, they

could at least, if an attack was impracticable,

starve the natives out, the generals in

command issued a couuter-order, forbidding

the assault.

In vain did Colonel Graham (judging

from his experience of Caffre duplicity and

foresight) allege that, though to all appear-

ance the enemy remained as before, they

might, even at that moment, be upon the

march. In vain he repeated the saying

that “Caffres can cheat the daylight;”

his advice was overruled
;

men’s lives

were not to be needlessly risked, and a

night’s repose, with the certainty of success
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on the morrow, would give them redoubled

courage.

Seeing there was no further use urging

his firm conviction of the Caffres’ flight, the

Colonel retired to his tent, to wait impatiently

for confirmation of his fears.

About midday an order came to advance.

In a few minutes the riflemen were under

arms, and placed along the edges of the

bush; and cavalry were posted so as to

intercept the flight of the Caffres from the

newly-discovered entrance.

Suddenly a sensation was visible amongst

the men
;
some laughed, others looked dis-

appointed, and spoke of the supposed rela-

tionship between the devil and the Caffres.

The newly-opened passage through the bush

had been discovered.

Without waiting for permission, Colonel

Graham advanced with a few men, finding,

p
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as he expected, the hill deserted, and nothing

but the dying embers telling of the late busy

camp.

After keeping these fires burning until a

couple of hours before daylight, the women

and children left the hill, and, passing the

English, had taken their way across the

plains, going in a perfectly different direction

to that in which the warriors were travelling.

Burthened as they were with their young

children and household articles, they had not

been able to travel very fast, and, by the

help of telescopes, a few stragglers were still

visible, disappearing over the crest of a hill

some six miles distant. Pursuit was now

the order of the day, and blessing, in rather

harsh terms, the black fellows for giving

them such a hot, dusty march, instead of

waiting patiently for them upon the hill, the

soldiers set off.



ADVENTURES IN CAFFRARIA. 211

Suspecting some deeper stratagem, Colonel

Graham again ventured to advise,— this

time that a few troops of cavalry might be

sent to reconnoitre in opposite directions. He

was again overruled, the answer being that

they would require all their force to advance

upon what now, as it proceeded up another

hill, plainly showed immense numbers.

After a tiring march of six miles the sol-

diers halted in a lovely valley. There they

rested
;
hut very shortly the advance sounded,

and, refreshed by the coolness of the grass

and beauty of the scene, the men proceeded

cheerily on their way
;
and again the spot

was buried in silence, nothing breaking the

repose but the cry of the wild dogs, who

gathered round, squabbling and fighting for

the bones and scraps cast away by the

soldiers.

It was only after a weary march that the
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English came up with their enemies, whom

they found cooking on the side of a hill,

to all appearance perfectly unconscious of

danger. Great was their disappointment

on finding nothing but women. In vain

they questioned them as to the route

taken by the warriors. They were sneer-

ingly told to go back and look for the spoor.

So, after various attempts to elicit more

satisfactory information, they marched back

to the main body.

Meanwhile, the warriors, by a roundabou

route and forced marches, had gained the

ground fixed on as the rendezvous. It was

the side of a bush-covered and rocky hill,

and was, with their usual tact, carefully

chosen as a natural fortress, from the loop-

holes of which, formed by rocks and bush,

they might easily harass and annoy their

enemies without exposing themselves. Ha-
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ture had made their new home much more

picturesque than the last, and at the same

time abounding in game of all descriptions.

A period of great tranquillity followed

their flight
;
the new governor was daily ex-

pected at the Cape
;
and the farmers being

content with what had been done in driving

the enemy from the frontier, the soldiers

rested in peace, while the volunteers re-

turned to their neglected farms.

Helen had soon ample opportunity of in-

vestigating the true Caffre character, a study

deeply interesting, both from the probability

of her continued residence among them, and

a conviction that they were totally misjudged

and maligned by the English in general.

Every day brought before her some noble

trait or amiable disposition. Straightfor-

ward and open in their dealings one w^h

another, truth and exactitude, combined
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with cheerful light-hearted natures, served

to endear them more and more to her,

and hourly she regretted the misconcep-

tion her countrymen had entertained of their

character,—an error she rightly attributed

almost entirely to the selfish and resentful

misrepresentations of the settlers, a race of

hard, exacting men, who forget all right in

the law of might.

Surely it is a mistaken policy to send the

sword to civilize a barbarous country. A
countiy is discovered, the produce of which

will add riches or importance. It is peo-

pled by the Almighty, but what of that ? The

native race are only blacks, and, looking

upon them somewhat in the light of indige-

nous animals, the settlers, when they cannot

use them much the same as they would

beasts of burthen, settle the law of mine and

thine by driving them into the interior.
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The natives retire, as, year by year, their

conquerors, or rather robbers, encroach
;

looking on from their hiding - places in

wonder and fear, but carefully avoiding all

intercourse.

At last the vices of civilization steal across

the gulf, and, untaught and misguided, the

simple-hearted savage becomes almost a

demon in his ungovernable passions. The

settlers petition government, who send their

peace-makers in the form of soldiers
;
war

and extermination is the cry
;
and the poi-

soned arrow or war-club is but an unequal

opponent to the trained and well-armed

soldier
;
so that, driven to the last extremity,

the ignorant wretches avenge themselves by

torture and murder, until their very name

becomes a by-word for crimes of the most

frightful kind.

They fight, murder, and die, one by one
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passing away
;
the few who remain, con-

quered and debased, had best have died too

for all the consideration they gain by suc-

cumbing.

It is a sad tale, dear reader, and one

which, for the sake of Christianity, I would

fain believe exaggerated. I tell it as I feel.

I ask you to look roimd and judge for your-

self.

* * # *

The Fingoes, once friends, were now the

deadly enemies of the Caffres, and by far

the most useful soldiers the British govern-

ment possessed. Taking advantage of the

first conciliatory offer of settling under the

laws of an English colony, and, from their

naturally quiet and domestic habits, quickly

falling into the manners of their neigh-

bours, they had become of great service as

herdsmen and labourers.
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It was most unfortunately at the very

moment when the Caffres, who had long

looked with envious eyes at their Fingoe

brethren, were actually making a movement

towards putting themselves under English

rule, that those grievances began to which

I cannot help attributing the Caffre war.

As I before said, the early settlers had

carried with them, and clung tenaciously to,

many of their old customs. One of these

was the system of presentation by a lover of

a large present to the father of her he desired

as his wife. The larger the present, the

more sure of the consent of the parent.

It often happened in Africa, as in other

parts of the world, that the favoured lover

had no cattle and no money to buy them

;

and, as these were the usual and most ac-

ceptable gifts to a farmer, what was the im-

patient lover to do ?
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Taught to look upon the Caffres as

common enemies, it seemed a very trivial

crime to appropriate a few head out of their

numerous herds. Acting upon this, the lover

crossed the hills, and, seldom meeting with

much opposition, returned with what he

deemed a sufficient gift to propitiate the

father of his beloved.

For some time the Caffres submitted, but

at last, led on by a chief more determined

than the rest, they found they too could

carry off the fat cattle of the farmers. Re-

taliation now commenced in good earnest:

hordes of Caffres came down upon the home-

steads, and, under cover of night, indiscri-

minately carried off cattle, sheep, or anything

they could lay their hands on
;
possessing a

natural skill which speedily developed itself

by practice, until, in despair, the settlers

appealed to Government.
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These facts were told Helen by the intel-

ligent chief, Macomo, who spoke eloquently

of their wrongs, and, finding her a willing

listener, would sit for hours telling of his

people, and what the Dutch and English

had made of them.

It was during these hours that Helen

began the work so near her heart, and tried

to explain the existence of a God, by whom

all was ordained. Macomo listened atten-

tively, asking many questions, but generally

ending in a comparison between the God that

she spoke of, and that God their oppressors

worshipped
;
adding, he must obey a god who

loved warriors and would help him to fight.

The women were much more tractable; and,

hitting upon the plan of telling them stories

out of the Bible, she soon impressed them

with a curiosity to know more, which, how-

ever small a step it might seem, was, never-
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tkeless, one in the right way
;
and the path

led on. Every day she collected all the idle

women and children, and, beginning with a

well-known story, made them tell her all

about it, and what they thought of it
;
then

she told them one, or taught them to sing.

This last was no easy matter, as, though they

soon picked up the air of a hymn, poor Helen

found she could not translate any of those

she knew into their own tongue. Still, they

were so fond of singing, that they adapted

words of their own to the melodies, and

sometimes astonished Helen by the poetry of

their expressions.

Enthusiastic in all things, she became

hourly more engrossed in her heavenly work,

beseeching the Almighty’s help, and giving

herself body and soul to the duty she saw

before her.

Even remembrance partly faded before
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the wish to serve and enlighten these noble-

hearted brothers and sisters
;
and who will

wonder that in such a cause all the fire and

energy of her nature broke out.

The excitement was at last greater than

her fragile frame could bear. Day after day

she struggled against her weakness, yet even

the very struggle assisted the work of de-

struction
;
and, at last, just as rumours of

war were again stealing into the peaceful

camp, Helen was laid prostrate by a brain

fever.
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CHAPTER XIII.

Again the war-cry rings on high

;

Again the spears are clashing
;

And man against his fellow-man,

In passion fierce is dashing.

Helen was still too weak even to sit up-

right, when she received a summons to

attend a council of war. Knowing from re-

port that the new governor of the Cape had

adopted the policy upheld by most of his

countrymen, and determined to exterminate

the native warriors, she was prepared for

anything, and ordered her attendants to carry

her to the council.

Upon approaching she was met by San-
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dilli himself, who presented her with a

printed proclamation issued by the Governor,

in which he denounced Sandilli as an outlaw

and rebel, offering a reward for his appre-

hension.

Helen’s blood thrilled as she read the im-

politic and unjust accusation. A glance at

the face of the chief was enough to show her

how deeply ho felt the insult. Every war-

rior had started to his feet, and now, with

dilated nostrils and flashing eyes, impatiently

waited some signal from their great chief.

Suddenly he addressed them speaking in

a quick passionate voice.

“ Are my brothers stones?—have they no

hearts or tongues ?—can they be silent when

the death-song of their chief rises to the

clouds ?—can they listen to the triumph of

the English chief, and watch his sword

pierce ?
”
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As he ceased a murmur ran round the

circle, and an old warrior stepped forward,

beckoning with his hand, as a sign that he

was about to speak.

“ The great chief forgets the love of his

warriors: they bled in the past, they will

die in the future. It is anger that binds

their tongues.”

Sandilli’s lip curled with a haughty smile.

“It is even so : Sandilli is content to live

silently in the hearts of his warriors.”

Then, without a word, the circle broke up,

each departing his own way, until Sandilli

and Helen alone remained.

After a silence of some seconds, he asked,

in a gentle voice, “Has my white sister no

counsel to give ?”

“Yes, great chief, I would speak. The

white warriors’ ears are poisoned; they do

not know the good chief as I know him.
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Can there not he a message of peace—war is

very dreadful, the path is to Heaven, but it

is through blood and tears—may Sandilla’s

white sister not write a letter of peace ?”

Helen paused
;
the Caffre laughed bitterly.

“ Sandilla can fight his own battles. Is

it so little in the 1 Mother Doctor’s ’ eyes

that the strangers have driven the Caffres

from them old homes in the green valleys

—

that they are hunted like the desert dog, and

shot down by the thunder devils of the sol-

diers ? What has Sandilla done ? what has

Macomo done ? what have any of the chiefs

done, that they should be driven to the

mountains, or shot like dogs? The white

men are bad : it is not well of the Mother

Doctor to tempt Sandilla.”

Helen’s eyes filled with tears, and it was

with a feeling of relief that she heard the

signal that proclaimed a secret war council,

Q
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and, uttering an exclamation of triumph,

Sandilla boimded from her side.

Next day, when it was told Helen that

the warriors had departed, the intelligence

elicited no surprise—she knew it must be so.

Several days of rest succeeded, during

which she regained strength, and again

began her duty of teaching
;

this, however,

was doomed to be speedily interrupted, as

orders came for the gradual advance of the

whole body.

The Governor had collected an immense

body of irregular troops, consisting of Boers,

Hottentots, and Fingoes, and, with this diffi-

cult multitude under his command, had ad-

vanced into the Gaika country. With a

wholesome dread of surprise, he never allowed

the body of his force to move without a

careful investigation, sendingthe Fingoes

on to reconnoitre the ground.
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Yet, although informed of the preparation

and march of Sandilla, not a vestige of an

enemy met their gaze, and day after day

went by, profitless and long. At last, the

natural consequences began to appear. An

idea had prevailed that the English had only to

march into the country infested by the Caffres,

and, after having killed them and taken pos-

session of their herds, march quietly back
;

at last, this absurd self-deception having been

proved a dream, discontented whispers were

murmured round, until, at length, farmers

spoke openly of the fear that had been for

some time rankling in their hearts, namely,

that in all probability Sandilla had by a coun-

termarch gained their rear, and was, even

then, plundering their defenceless homes.

The report, once kindled, spread like light-

ning, and, yielding to necessity, the Governor

hastened to retrace his steps.

a 2
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Sandilla had indeed stolen a march upon

them
;

his warriors had devastated their

homesteads, and advanced close to Graham’s

Town, where they were speedily joined by

many of the Bcchuanna chiefs and a host of

female volunteers—a veritable troop of Ama-

zons. Their object was now the magazine

in Graham’s Town, the possession of which

allured them on in spite of all opposition, un-

til, finding it was too formidable for him to

attack, Sandilla turned towards Fort Eliza-

beth, which, rumour stated, contained several

tons of gunpowder.

Unlike Englishmen as it may seem, it is a

well-known fact that diming the Cape wars

the Caffres were liberally supplied (as long

as they could pay) with guns and ammuni-

tion by English merchants. Gunpowder

had run short, and the supposed store in

Elizabeth would be of great service, thus
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Sandilla’s plan was, by sending skirmishing

parties in every direction, to prevent the

English throwing reinforcements into the

fort.

These parties had instructions to appear

around the outlying forts, and, by pre-

tended attacks, keep the English continually

on the alert.

Finding his plan succeed so far, the attack

was arranged. It was simply to divide the

main body, half of which was to feign a re-

treat, and thus, it was expected, draw out at

least a portion of the garrison, while the

remainder, after lying in concealment until

the pursuers were out of sight, were to

attack the fort. The plan was feasible and

clear, and only waited for the right moment

to be put into execution.

Meantime no chance was neglected of

plunder. Cattle and sheep were carried
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off in numbers, and, generally, the maraud-

ing parties were perfectly successful.

One instance, however, of their defeat I

shall indulge my reader with, particularly as

it reflected great credit on the Fingoes.

In order the better to secure the safety of

their flocks and herds, the farmers banded

together, five or six putting their stock in

one steading, and forming their herdsmen

into a trusty band of watchers
;
these herds-

men, as I said before, being usually Fingoes

and inveterate enemies of the Caffres.

The attack began at several quarters, and,

though bravely opposed, the Caffres suc-

ceeded in capturing and driving away nearly

a thousand head of cattle. Nothing daunted,

the Fingoes pursued. Coming upon the rob-

bers in a narrow gorge, they surprised them,

and, after a hard hand-to-hand fight, retook

two-thirds of the cattle, the remainder being
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killed either by the malice of the disappointed

Caffres, or the random shots of their true

masters.

The Fingoes returned in triumph to their

krai, driving before them the recovered

oxen.

It was at this time, and as if a salve to

appease the angry Caffres, that they succeeded

in one of their most daring exploits. It was

thus. A select party of mounted warriors

were chosen by Macomo
;

with these he

approached Beaufort, and, after showing

themselves at the very gates, and firing into

the town, they galloped off.

Exasperated at what seemed merely an

act of bravado and impudence, the whole

garrison turned out in pursuit, burning to

punish their insulting foe.

But the Caffres had the start of them, so

that, upon gaining a rising ground command-
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ing a view of the valley, they saw the remain

ing fugitives gallop up a distant slope over

the crest of which the main body had evi-

dently disappeared.

Stimulated by the sight and excited by

the chase, the captain in command of the

troop gave a “view hollo,” and, pointing to

their black game, shouted to follow him, and

galloped off in hot pursuit.

No sooner had the pursuers got to a safe

distance than a large body of Caffres ap-

peared from their concealment in the bush.

These were headed by Macomo. They

returned to Beaufort, and drove off fifty fat

cattle from the contractor’s pen under the

very walls of the helpless fortress
;
then,

taking a route so as to avoid the returning

soldiers, they crossed the plain, and arrived

safely in their own camp.
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CHAPTER X1Y.

“ There’s a charm round the days that are gone,”

The future can never attain ;

And we know that no sun like the past one,

“ Will brighten existence again.”

My reader, no doubt, thinks I am for-

getting my heroine, but it seems to me

likely to increase his interest, at any rate

comprehension of her work, by understanding

something of the character, both public and

private, of her friends—the Caffres
;
besides,

not having met with the stories I now relate

in any of the many works published on the

war, and, having selected them from the

journal of an English soldier dictated by the
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11 Mother Doctor,” I believe they will excite

some amusement.

Helen’s vocation of nurse was again in

force, and many were the prisoners whose

last moments were soothed by her gentle

hand. She had, however, lost many of her

assistants, the most valuable of whom was

Amakai, the daughter of Sandilla, of whom

I have already spoken.

A great change had come over the girl

from the beginning of the last short peace

;

her whole nature seemed altered, the bright

glance faded from her full dark eyes, leaving

them dull and lustreless
;
her merry laugh

and pleasant voice were heard no more
;
and,

carefully avoiding the amusements of the

other gii’ls, she would sit by Helen’s side,

listening to her descriptions of England, and

trying to teach herself to speak her friend’s

language. Helen was at first so deeply ab-
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sorbed in the work she had before her, and

afterwards so ill, as to escape noticing any dif-

ference in her favourite
;
nor did she remem-

ber any alteration until, hearing, with great

surprise, that Amakai had gone to join the

Amazonian corps fighting with Sandilla, she

began to think over the girl’s conduct for the

last few weeks, and then too late she saw her

own blindness, still, however, without any

suspicion of the real cause of this depression

and change, and was soon forced to think of

other things.

The hot weather having set in, the

wounded suffered terribly
;
few, alas ! could

bear up against the thirst and fever which

now assailed them, and Helen’s heart was

hourly torn by watching agony she could not

alleviate.

Nearly all the prisoners had been privates,

few officers having fallen into their hands

;
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one day two were carried in, one far past

hope, the other with a terribly broken

arm.

The latter had been a prisoner before, and

nursed by Helen and Amakai through a long

illness, and the recognition between him

and Helen was instantaneous : a glad smile

sprang to his lips as, stretching out his hand,

he said

—

“Ah, Mother Doctor, how lucky I am to

fall into your charge again ! You see what

an unfortunate dog I am, getting shot and

made prisoner twice in six months. Last

time, only for you, I would have been minus

a leg
;
now you must try and save my arm.”

Helen’s eyes followed his, and filled with

tears as she saw how shattered the poor limb

was, and then looked back to the handsome

would-be careless face of the officer.

“ Hay, do not look that way, mother,” he
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said, trying to cover his arm
;
“I can bear

anything better than to see a woman weep.”

Helen checked her untimely emotion, with

a slight feeling of astonishment at her weak-

ness, and, conscious that there was not a

moment to lose, determined to examine it

before getting any help. Steeling her nerves,

she cut away the jacket, and, having bathed

the arm, examined the wound carefully. As

she did so, a little hair bracelet round this

wrist attracted her attention.

The prisoner saw her look at it, and said

in a low voice

—

“It is my mother’s hair. My poor dear

mother, how she will thank you, Mother

Doctor, for all you have done for her idle

son ! My own kind mother,” he went on, and

the tears came into his blue eyes
;

“ she was

so proud of me, and is so far off.”

“Where is she?” asked Helen, scarcely
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knowing that she spoke, so intent was she

in examining his arm.

“In India,” was the reply; “she has

married again there—man-ied the bravest

soldier in India. All, by Jove ! Mother

Doctor, if yon saw Colonel Somerset lead an

attack, you would leave Caffreland, and go

to nurse real blackics, on purpose to be near

such a man.”

Surprise almost took Helen’s senses away,

she listened spellbound to the words falling

from the wounded man’s lips. An exclama-

tion that broke from her had not attracted

his attention, and it was not until he looked

up for some question or reply that he noticed

the emotion working in her pale face.

She had drawn herself up to her full height,

her heart throbbing almost to suffocation, and

stood rigid as a statue, and almost as pale.

As he ceased speaking a long cry broke
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from her very soul, and, with a wild laugh,

she fell as if dead.

Starting up, the officer tried to raise her,

and was cursing his own incapacity and

pain when a light touch fell upon his

shoulder, and Amakai’s sweet face almost

touched him as her dark eyes gazed full on

his, telling the whole secret of her heart in

that one long impassioned gaze.

Joy had been the first thought that

entered McKenzie’s mind, but it was

quickly succeeded by a pang of pity. The

expression of her face was too evident to

mistake, and Kenneth would have given

worlds to read there a contradiction of what

he had even in his last captivity feared,

and now saw too plainly confirmed. Young

as he was, Kenneth had known the bitter-

ness of hopeless love, and far above a selfish

feeling of vanity, or thought of any absurdity
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in her love, he only remembered the anguish

that had driven him far away from England,

and that Amakai was a young pure-hearted

girl.

Stooping lower Amakai pressed her lips to

his cheek, and then, trembling with emotion,

said,

—

“ My friend has come again
;
the God of

his people has beard me, and sent him.

Amakai has mourned like a solitary bird for

her friend—she could find no rest, and took

the war path that she might be near her

heart’s life. The Good Spirit whispered, 1 He

is in the tents, go and seek him,’ and I am

here.”

Utterly at a loss what answer to make,

Kenneth bethought himself of his arm, and

pointing to it said,

—

“ I am hurt, Amakai, and look here, care

you nothing for the good ‘ Mother Doctor? ’ ”
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The start with which the girl looked up

plainly showed that it was only Kenneth she

had seen. There was no need of her expla-

nation, and hitter was the cry in which she

uttered the mother’s name.

“She is not dead,” said Kenneth; “lift

her up, I cannot move. Lift her, Amakai, or

she may really die.”

Helen’s head being raised, she began to

recover, and a tear slowly trickled down her

cheek; then, with a deep sigh, she opened

her eyes, and Kenneth heard her utter his

step-father’s name.

Amakai supported her tenderly, asking

question after question as to her illness.

But Helen spoke not, her thoughts were far

away
;
nor did she seem to be conscious of

anything, until Kenneth, who had been

struggling against the agony of his wound,

R
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uttered a deep groan, as he sank down half

fainting.

“ Good heavens, I am letting him die I”

exclaimed Helen, starting to her feet.

“Watch him, Amakai, or rather come with

me and bring something to soothe his pain

whilst I go for help.”

Hastily crossing the camp, Helen gave

a sleeping draught to he administered to

Kenneth, and went to seek Macomo, from

whom she obtained the almost unheard of

permission to proceed to the English camp

in search of a doctor to amputate the poor

soldier’s arm.

A few minutes more saw her hastening

across the plain in the direction of the

enemy’s outworks. The distance was about

three miles,—no light walk over deep burn-

ing sand,—but the heroic woman felt it not

;
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she was bent upon an errand of mercy—nay,
\

more, life or death depended upon her ex-

ertion, and perhaps a stronger feeling lent

strength to her limbs
;
and ere the last rays

of the sun faded away from the blazing sky

she was within a few yards of the English

lines.

She paused as the bugle sounded, and list-

ened with a thrill of pain to the clang of the

muskets mingled with the word of command

as they changed guard. The feeling was,

however, only momentary, and, in passing

away, left her even stronger to act than

before.

The sentry stared as if he had seen a

spirit when he saw her approach and heard

the request she instantly made to be shown

the general’s quarters.

“ Sure, what can ye be wanting with the

giniral, coming from the plains as if ye be-

lt 2
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longed to them?” said the soldier, keeping

his eye upon her in case she attempted to

enter by force.

“ And I do belong to the desert,” she

said, impatiently. “ I am come from the

Caffre camp to speak with your general
;
for

the love of heaven do not stop me !

”

As she spoke the officer on duty came up,

and, looking at her with no less astonishment

than the sentry, nevertheless consented to

take her to the senior officer present.

Helen followed, and was speedily in the

presence of one she had seen in other days,

but, fortunately, her dress and anxiety were

sufficient disguise, and she, on her side, had

learnt to hide her feelings. To him Helen

told her tale
;
the colonel gazed at her with

wonder and curiosity. He was a good,

kind-hearted man, and one of the most

strenuous advocates for a peaceful policy,
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ever ready to seize any favourable trait in the

native character
;
and, the present forming

a striking instance, he at once consented and

despatched an order for a surgeon’s imme-

diate attendance.

Meanwhile, he questioned Helen as to the

disposition of the Caffres, delicately asking

her how she, an Englishwoman, came to be

in the camp of her country’s enemies.

Helen’s cheek reddened as she answered,

“ She was a sister of mercy and was only

following her vow.”

“ Ah !” exclaimed the colonel, “ then you

are the famous c Mother Doctor ’ of whom I

have heard so much
;
indeed, I have much

cause to thank you : my son’s life, I believe,

was owing to your care.”

The good man would have said more,

but just then the doctor entered, and Helen,

knowing every instant was of the utmost
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importance, explained Kenneth’s case to

him, and, without hesitation, he pronounced

himself ready to accompany her.

The colonel, with whom Kenneth was a

great favourite, supplied them with horses,

and in a few moments they were on their

way across the plain.

Beaching the camp, she gave the horses in

charge of some Caffres, and, merely telling

the doctor to trust her, led him to Kenneth.

lie was puzzled by the invalid’s sleeping

so quietly, hut his surprise turned to delight

when Helen told him what she had done

;

and, further, that he would remain in the

same imconscious sleep for the next four

hours.

After examining his arm, the doctor,

without any explanation, began his duty.

Helen turned away sick at heart
;
but Ama-

kai, fearful of losing sight even for an in-
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stant of her newly-recovered treasure, stood

motionless as a statue, with her widely-

opened eyes fixed upon Kenneth, and it was

from her face Helen understood that the

the operation was over
;
for as the arm fell

upon the ground a short cry hurst from the

Caffrc girl’s heart, and, with a look of

horror, she turned and fled.

Helen was now called upon to help in

binding his arm and stanching the stream

of blood.

“ He will he as safe in your charge as

mine,” said the doctor, when he had bound

the arm. “ God bless you, madam, you

deserve my best thanks. Good-by, I have

no reason to stay.”

Helen was now alone with the sleeping

soldier, left to watch through the long

hours of the night,—a night perhaps the

saddest she had ever passed,—when memory,
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awakened and quickened by the events of

the day, flew hack to those days the very

thought of which wrung her heart. Hour

after hour she watched Kenneth’s sleeping

face
;
hour after hour, however, she grew

sadder, yet calmer
;
and, communing with

God and her own heart, every hour gave

her fresh determination to go boldly on in

the rough path she had chosen as her duty.
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CHAPTER XY.

Let us, then, be up and doing,

With a heart for ev’ry fate;

Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labour and to wait.

Longfellow.

I shall not fatigue my readers with an

account of Helen’s musing, but proceed with

my narrative.

Yery shortly after the events detailed in

the preceding chapter, peace was finally de-

clared
;
and the English troops marched

away, happy to escape the troubles and dis-

agreeables of such an unsatisfactory warfare.

With them poor Amakai saw Kenneth borne
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away. Little had passed between them.

Honourable in every thought, the noble boy

had avoided any look or action that might

raise hope of love in the poor girl’s heart.

And ere he went he confided his fears to

Helen, telling her of what he had done, and

how vainly he regretted his former thought-

lessness, as being probably the cause of

Amakai’s suffering.

Helen felt deeply for the Caffre girl
;
and

when they were once more together in the

quiet regularity of their mountain home,

she told her, as gently as she could, of the

utter hopelessness of her affection.

At first Amakai seemed inclined to re-

sent even Helen’s interference with her

secret thoughts
;
but this soon passed before

the gentle firmness of her friend, and after

a time brought peace to the girl’s forlorn

heart.
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Helen’s life was now most truly a busy

one. She had prevailed upon Sandilla to

allow Araakai to stay entirely with her
;
her

school flourished, and, as time wore on, and

the Caffres, finding all at peace, divided and

formed smaller settlements at various dis-

tances, Helen’s work increased. She now

rode from one native settlement to another,

teaching and talking to the people, every

day gaining a greater influence
;

though

so bigoted were they in their own opinions,

that even yet, excepting Amakai, she could

hardly congratulate herself upon one con-

vert. Still she worked on ceaselessly and

patiently, hoping that, if not in her time,

yet in after times, the good seed might bear

the fruit she prayed for.

The only employment of the Caffres,

besides cattle-feeding, was hunting
;
and

that part of the country to which Macomo’s
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band had retired abounded in every descrip-

tion of game, from the lordly but harmless

giraff to the pretty little fennec, or the

“ smallest of foxes,” as it is sometimes called.

Ilelen had often listened to the hunters’

marvellous tales of this diminutive animal’s

extraordinary cunning, in obtaining an en-

trance into the thick-shelled eggs of the

ostriches. To her it seemed utterly im-

possible. Nor could she bring herself to

credit the wondrous powers of the feeble

little creature. Anxious to judge for her-

self of the truth of this, as well as many

other almost equally improbable accounts

given her by the native hunters, Helen

announced her intention of joining the next

hunting party; and Amakai begged earnestly

to accompany her, to which Helen obtained

the hunters’ consent—for one and all of the
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band would have laid down life itself to

please the good “ Mother Doctor.”

After some little time spent in arranging

a proper equipment for the expedition, which

it was intended to prolong until the whole

party were satisfied, about thirty well-

mounted Caffrcs assembled, and with them

Helen and Amakai, fully prepared for any

amount of toil or danger.

Upon starting, the party took a fresh line

directly for the interior, and passed as

quickly as possible over the beaten ground.

Yet, so wide had been the range of the

many former expeditions, that it was some

days before they reached an unbeaten coun-

try. Still the life of freedom was delightful.

Buoyant with health and the novelty of the

whole, Helen enjoyed every day that past

one more than another.
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It was upon the seventh day, after they

had started, that Ilelen and Amakai acci-

dentally became separated from the rest of

the hand.

Steering their course by the sun, they

gave rein to their horses, and set off at a

quick pace across the high ground, in hopes

of either obtaining a view of their friends,

or striking the spoor left by the horses. Ama-

kai, more used to the plains than Ilelen, led

the way.

Upon gaining the top of a ridge, the

Caffre girl stopped
;
beckoning Ilelen to do

so also, she jumped down from her horse,

and, lea-sing him, crept hack alone.

With a smile she told Ilelen to dismount,

and creep after her, and, wondering what she

could mean, Ilelen obeyed.

Immediately below the crest of the ridge

were three ostriches. There they stood, not
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twenty yards before her, in all the pride and

freedom of nature.

They consisted of the usual party—a male

and two female birds
;
one of the latter had,

as it appeared, just started from the nest, for

she stood close by the eggs, and peered with

open eyes and outstretched neck in the direc-

tion of Helen
;
the other birds, too, looked

uneasy, and had evidently heard the horses

hoofs, though it was plain they had not seen

anything.

After looking about for some seconds, and

arching his long neck proudly, the cock

marched slowly up the hill, as if to re-

connoitre.

On he came, until his very breathing was

perceptible. One step more, and his bright

eye flashed full upon the watchers
;

he

stopped instantly, remained for a moment

perfectly panic-struck, and then, with a
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hoarse shriek, fled, followed by the hens.

Ere Helen could say one word of petition

for the noble birds, Amakai’s bow rung in

her ear, and an arrow glanced through the

air—the leading bird tottered for a moment,

but recovering, sped on with redoubled

speed, scarcely seeming to touch the ground

with his long legs.

Almost mechanically, Helen, following

Amakai’s example, sprang to her saddle,

and, as fast as their fleet little steeds could

cany them, went off after the ostriches.

But the speed of the ostrich is well

known, and, with the start they had of then

pursuers, the distance between them visibly

increased, until Helen proposed giving up the

chase
;
and Amakai, though confident the

woimded ostrich would fall, at last reluct-

antly consented to see the necessity of return-

ing, if they wished to regain their party.
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This, however, was not so easy. Turning

their horses’s heads, they had only one re-

source, that of going back to recover their

bearings from the place from which they

had started. This, of course, bringing them

to the immediate proximity of the nest,

they thought of carrying off an egg as a

trophy. When within sight, Amakai’s quick

eyes discovered something moving in the

nest, and, making Helen stop, directed her

attention to it.

After gazing a short time they noticed

one of the eggs roll from the rest, followed

by a small light-coloured animal. This was

in fact the fennec, and Helen actually

trembled with delight at the prospect of

thus seeing the full development of its

often-told powers.

After rolling the first egg to a short dis-

tance, the fennec returned for a second
;

this

s
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it pushed after the first, gradually increasing

the velocity until it struck the other
;
hut,

owing to their being a very slight decline,

the force was not sufficient to crack the

shell.

Foiled in this attempt, the little animal

stood up on its hind legs, and seemed look-

ing about for help, or in fact a stone;

but all around was sand. Then sitting down,

the elf began scratching, and proceeded

with great pains and labour to make an

incline plane, down which, as before, it

first rolled one egg, and lastly, with as

much impetus as possible, down went the

second. This time, from its speed, the

force was sufficient to break the eggs, and

give the clever little fellow a plentiful supper.

It was literally over head and ears in

the delicious omelet, when Helen, perfectly

satisfied as to the fennec’s talents, cantered
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up, and Amakai almost caught him, so

slowly did he move away.

Taking two of the remaining eggs, Helen

and Amakai hastened away, in hopes of

seeing some trace to guide them
;
but vain

was that hope, for the sun soon falling below

the horizon, for that night all hope was

over.

Neither of them cared whether they

slept upon the grass or not, and yet the

prospect of being awakened in the warm em-

brace of a lion, or, almost worse, the slimy

hold of a snake, was not by any means an

agreeable one
;
and both would very gladly

have given up the romance of the adventure

to be safe in the midst of the hunting-party.

Hitting upon some sort of track, they pur-

sued it, in a faint hope that it might lead

them to a safer place.

After following this for a time, they found

s 2
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themselves at the entrance of a narrow

valley, the sides of which, in the uncertain

light, appeared formed by perpendicular

rocks. Having dismounted, they led their

jaded horses along the valley, hoping to dis-

cover some way of ascending the rocks,

where they might consider themselves as

comparatively safe. After walking some

distance, Amakai saw a narrow path, but

utterly impracticable for horses
;

so, leaving

them reluctantly to their fate, having first

sheltered them, to the best of their power, in

a sort of enclosure formed by fallen masses

of the rocks, they both scrambled up a diffi-

cult path, until, reaching a platform, which

they considered a secure resting-place. Hav-

ing lighted a large fire, they next proceeded

to roast an ostrich-egg. Breaking the top

off it, Amakai placed the egg upright in the

ashes, stirring the contents well together,
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which Helen found, with the seasoning of

a ten hours’ fast, a first-rate dish.

Keeping watch by turns, each managed to

have a little refreshing rest, and, after a

breakfast similar to the supper of the pre-

vious night, prepared to descend and pro-

ceed upon their journey.

Amakai bounded lightly down the path-

way to look about for the horses, while

Helen, glad of a few moments’ solitude,

knelt down to give her thoughts to God.

There is something almost painful in the

intense stillness of early morning in a desert.

The solemnity weighs upon the brain as

well as heart—nature seems buried in a

breathless sleep, as quiet and still as that

of death. Helen’s eyes roamed over the

mighty plain stretched illimitable before

her
;
extending far away, as far as she could

distinguish on one hand, and on the other
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fading until it mixed with the early glow of

the morning sky. She could have dreamt

for hours, but her thoughts were suddenly

recalled by a loud cry from Amakai, and,

looking down, she beheld with horror the

Caffre girl flying before an immense borele.

During the search for the horses, which

had strayed up the valley, the girl had un-

wittingly disturbed the slumber of one of

these ferocious creatures, certainly the most

implacable enemy in the wilds of Africa
;

a

beast that neither requires hunger nor pro-

vocation to induce him to attack every spe-

cies of living thing, and, in spite of his

apparent unwieldiness, can turn and run

with extraordinary agility.

Of this Helen now saw a fearful proof; for

Amakai, retaining complete presence of

mind, and profiting by her knowledge, that

his speed being greater than hers, the only
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possibility of escape was to dodge him until

she reached the pathway, which, of course,

he could not attempt.

Acting upon this, she planned her course,

first running a short way, then stopping to

let the monster shoot past.

In an instant, however, he turned, foam-

ing with disappointed rage, and, catching

sight of the girl, quickly followed. Again

Amakai stopped
;
again he turned, but turn-

ing this time not quite so quickly, she was

tempted to try a second turn before he could

get under weigh.

Amakai had, however, miscalculated; he

turned almost with her, and that moment

would have ended all had not an involuntary

shriek from Helen arrested his attention for

a minute
;

but though Amakai gained a

slight start, on came the brute again at in-

creased speed. Breathless and terror-stricken,
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Amakai flew towards the path, but it was

beyond her power to reach it—fear was

paralyzing her limbs. Looking over her

shoulder, she saw the animal’s hideous face

within a few yards, and driven to despera-

tion she attempted a last expedient—the

trial was for life or death.

Turning to the foot of a smooth rock, she

ran directly towards it, and, leaning against

it, waited.

The borele seemed surprised, and stopped

short to gaze at his prey
;
then, with a sort

of roar, charged the spot. Helen would feign

have turned her eyes away, but they were

spell-bound. She saw the slight figure of

the girl pressed against the hard rock

—

she saw the frightful monster dash towards

her. Then there was a fearful crash—a sort

of roaring shriek—and the borele lay strug-

gling on the grass, while Amakai flew like a
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bird along the valley, and was next instant

clasping her arms round Helen’s neck.

Her escape was truly wonderful. Blinded

by rage, the brute had charged the solid

rock
;

the girl slipped aside as he came on

;

with his whole strength concentrated he had

made his last charge, and his horn had given

way like glass,—his enormous skull had actu-

ally split open.

It was with feelings almost of pity, in spite

of his ferocity, that the two women saw the

fearful agony of his death
;
nor dared they

venture from their security until all cessa-

tion of movement showed that he was really

dead.

Even then avoiding the place, they suc-

ceeded in finding their horses, and thank-

fully left the memorable valley far behind

;

soon after meeting a detached party of the

hunters, who had set off in search of their
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“ Mother Doctor,” whose appearance they

hailed with great delight.

Their astonishment was great when told/

the story of Amakai’s escape from the

dreaded borcle
;
and when they had satisfied

their curiosity as to the details, they insisted

upon being shown the valley, in order to

secure certain parts of the animal’s flesh,

which are considered as great delicacies.

Upon reaching the hill which overhung

the place, the leading Caflrcs stopped ab-

ruptly and looked fearfully down.

Immediately below them was the body of

the borele, surrounded by at least a dozen

lions, not eating, but, as it rather seemed,

holding an inquest upon their foe, or rejoicing

over his fall.

Some lay flat upon the grass, wagging

their tails, and purring like cats
;
some sat

up licking their lips
;
and others walked
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round and round contemplating the body, all

keeping their eyes fixed upon the object of

attraction.

A consultation among the Caffres, as to the

wisdom of leaving the body in possession

of the enemy, was interrupted by one of

the lions, whose appetite was greater than

the others, giving vent to his feelings in

a loud roar, and springing upon the carcase.

In an instant every lion disputed the prize,

and, there being a number of lions, of

course the stronger won the day
;

the

weaker, generally females, took to fighting

amongst themselves, thus adding to the

wildness and noise.

The valley now echoed and re-echoed with

their angry roars. Altogether it was a scene

scarcely ever witnessed by travellers
;
and

Helen would have remained watching the

conflict, if her rein had not been taken and
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her horse carefully drawn away by one ot the

hunters, who bade her follow and ride for

her life, as the animals, maddened by rage,

would, in all probability, take to the plailis
;

and though it is well known that even a

hungry lion will avoid a human being, still

there is no time when they are so likely to be

dangerous as after fighting among them-

selves
;
indeed, it is natural, and I have re-

marked it with all animals, that the smell

even of blood makes them ferocious.

After the adventure with the borele some

time elapsed before anything worthy of re-

cording transpired
;
at length, however, the

party fell in with a herd of buffaloes, gnus,

and zebras—of these they succeeded in

slaughtering as many as they could carry.

The gnu is an extraordinary looking

beast, combining, at the first glance, the

forms of the lion, bull, and horse. Its head
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and neck belong to the two former, while

the body is as finely shaped as a thorough-

bred, and one is perfectly puzzled how such

limbs can support the unseemly mountain of

neck, main, and forehead, expecting every

moment to see the beast over-balance him-

self. Certainly nature must have been in a

strange mood when she tried her hand upon

such an oddity as the gnu.

It is ludicrous to see how fiercely he

comes charging on, shaking his grizzly mane,

through which his piercing eyes twinkle like

two stars. On you see him come, as if he

would carry all before him. Then, just

when you think it all up with you, you are

as much surprised as pleased to see his hind-

quarters where his head so lately was, and

watch him galloping and curvetting off in

another direction. He had his look at you,

and, not admiring, has taken himself off.
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It is one of the most amusing sights thatO O

can fall to the desert hunter’s lot, to watch

the gambols of a herd of these animals, and

their almost constant companion, zebras.

How they charge each other in their

tournaments, turning, twisting, and rearing,

as they gallop across the plain, until they

dance themselves out of sight.

Giraffes, though rare, were still frequently

seen in the distance, yet being of such a

timid nature, Helen had no opportunity of

judging closely of them in their wild beauty.

The hunting-party had been out nearly

a month, and having had great success, and

accumulated a large store of provisions, they

were now gradually returning, having ar-

ranged their hunting-line in a semi-circle,

so as to keep an entirely new tract of coun-

try still to pass on their way home.

It was upon their homeward route that
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Helen had the gratification of seeing a

crocodile.

They had walked for the night upon the

hank of a deep sluggish stream, the hanks

of which, from then’ cover of long reed-like

grass, afforded welcome shelter for number-

less crocodiles, nor were they particularly

shy about showing their hideous bodies.

Helen was sitting near the water, watching

what she imagined was a log of wood float

slowly down tjie stream. Gradually, and at

first imperceptibly, as it neared her she be-

came aware that the supposed log was, in

fact, an immense crocodile. Its bright little

eyes were fixed steadily upon her
;

it

paddled motionless across, Helen all the time

remaining perfectly fascinated, and making

no effort to escape. The horrible monster

was within a few yards, when one of the

' Caffres saw her danger, and, springing down
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the bank, flung his spear in the beast’s face,

snatching Helen back at the same moment.

Just then five or six buffaloes galloped up

to the opposite side, and, after tossing tAcir

great horns and bellowing angrily, plunged

into the river.

The leader had gained the middle of the

stream
;

there was a rush and commotion

under the surface, and, with a loud roar, the

bull reared his fore-quarters out of the water,

striking frantically with his legs. Then it

was that Helen saw the paws of the croco-

dile enclosing his hind-quarters, and in an

agony of pity she watched the wild struggles

of the poor animal. At last, after a hardly-

contested fight, he was drawn under the

blood-stained water
;
though, even then, the

battle must have continued some time, as the

water boiled and foamed over the spot for

many seconds. The sight of such a terrible
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struggle had made a deep impression upon

Helen, whose dreams were haunted for many

a day by the hideous scaly monster and his

writhing prey.

T
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CHAPTEK XYI.

The hunting party were now within a few

days’ journey of their home, and, as yet,

had had no regular encounter with lions

;

for, though they had seen a good many, and

killed several, they were either weakly or

young animals, and fell an easy prey to the

spears and bows of the Caffres.

Helen’s adventurous spirit had been truly

animated by the expedition in which she

had taken part, and it was not without a

feeling of regret she heard the hunting was

nearly over; not having yet realized her
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ideas of Caffre skill in lion killing. She

had been speaking of this to the chief

hunter, who, though requested to describe

accurately their manner of proceeding, day

after day put off doing so, with the remark,

you shall see it instead
;
with which Helen

reluctantly had to rest satisfied until, as she

supposed, they should reach the camp. But

her patience was not tried even so long as this,

for, during the night immediately following

the conversation in which she had failed in

eliciting the desired information, she was

awaked by a tremendous uproar, partly

caused by the loud roaring of a number of

lions, who, surrounding the picket where

the horses stood, so alarmed the poor brutes

that they broke loose, and fled into the

plains, pursued by then enemies, who soon

overtook and destroyed several of them.

Incensed by this attack, and burning with

t 2
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true sporting ardour, the hunters assembled

at daybreak, and unanimously deciding upon

following the tracks of these robbers, they,

after examining their store of weapons,\md

selecting the best that remained, set out,

accompanied by Helen and Amakai.

The spoor left by these brutes was plainly

visible, marked at first by the blood of the

slaughtered horses, and afterwards by the

broken boughs or crushed grass over which

they had travelled. After proceeding upon

the broadest spoor for rather more than a

mile, they came to a marshy hollow, in which

the long reed-like grass afforded a splendid

screen for the fugitives. Here a council

was again held, to decide upon the plan

of attack
;

and, in compliance with their

leader’s previous and better knowledge, they

formed themselves into three parties, one
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remaining behind the other two, taking each

side of the jungle.

Now came a moment of intense anxiety.

With every nerve trembling and strung to

the strongest excitement, the Caffres of

Helen’s party stole quietly into the jungle,

keeping each other in sight. Helen’s hand

grasped the handle of her spear so firmly

that the light weapon shook in the strain as

they went, step by step, moving silently

but quickly, until reaching the other side of

the jungle, the leaders stopped, and forming

in a line, lay down to wait the movements

of the party left behind.

As soon as this arrangement was complete,

the remaining party, or beaters, rushed into

the jungle, helter-skelter, making the long

grass wave to and fro from their quick move-

ments, and the air resound with then* yells.
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Reaching the middle of the swamp without

meeting any trace of lions, Helen’s hopes

were dying when a still louder shout l^urst

from the beaters, followed instantly by a

perfect chorus of hideous voices. The

swamp danced before our heroine’s eyes,

a hazy mist rose before her, and, for well

nigh the first time since she entered her new

life, she felt truly afraid.

There was, however, little time for fear,

as, with a bound and yell, a large dark-

coated lion sprung out within a few yards of

them, in his fright and haste paying no

attention, even if he saw, which was doubt-

ful, the prostrate hunters. But he was not

long permitted to remain in such igno-

rance
;

for the Caffres, anxious to try the

effect of their spears upon the back of their

enemy, wounded him in several places.

Turning like lightning as the spears
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pierced him, the forest monarch, for some

moments, stood lashing his tail and licking

his wounds
;
then, sternly eyeing his assail-

ants, and, as if having satisfied himself,

marched a few steps forward. At this move-

ment of the maddened animal the Caffres

started to their feet, Helen following their

example mechanically. The lion, on seeing

this, again stood still, then crouching down

prepared for his final spring, his tail angrily

beating the ground, while he kept up a low

threatening growl, showing as he did so a

terrible row of white teeth. One moment

more, a Cafire having made a movement with

his arm, the lion, with a roar like thunder,

was instantly upon him—at least so it seemed

to Helen when she looked back for an instant

as Amakai dragged her away, breathless and

horror-stricken, but the Cafire had escaped
;

for, watching the monster’s eye, he had
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nimbly sprung from beneath him, leaving

his feather-crowned spear as a mark for his

enemy, and, at the same time, plungrp" a

poisoned spear into his body.

Again the animal crouched, again he

seemed to spring upon one of the men, and

again a spear pierced him. Thus the battle

went on, until, weakened by wounds and

pain, he turned tail, and attempted to reach

the swamp
;
but here he was intercepted by

three of the hunters. With a sulky growl

like a baited dog, he made similar unsuccess-

ful attempts, and met the same reception,

first on the left, then the right. Foiled on

all sides, he stood glaring fiercely round,

blood streaming from his nostrils and side

;

at last he tottered, and sank to the ground.

The hunters rushed up, and, in a few minutes,

Helen was standing by the dead king of the

forest.
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It was the finest lion she had ever seen,

and was pronounced by the hunters to- be a

very old fellow. For some time they did

nothing but examine their trophy and descant

upon his size, strength, and colour, teaching

Helen various signs by which they pretended

to tell the age of the lion. Their lesson,

however, was unexpectedly interrupted.

A low rustling, followed by a growl,

made the Caffres seize their weapons and

turn round, when, behold, within a few feet

there stood another and even larger lion,

who, more surprised than frightened by the

meeting, showed no symptoms of either

attacking them or flying; for after gazing

quietly for some time, he walked up to his

dead brother, the Caffres making way for

him. After smelling and licking the body,

he lay down, keeping his eye upon the

hunters, who, taken unawares, had huddled
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themselves together; a position in -which they

all remained for nearly ten minutes, when the

lion rose, and after lazily stretching himself,

just as one sees a cat do after a snug nap

upon the hearth-rug, he trotted quietly

away.

The hunters, recovering their courage,

dashed after him : hut he merely increased

his speed, and, taking no notice of a couple of

spears that struck into his hind-quarters, dis-

appeared in the swamp, leaving the disap-

pointed and defeated Caffres in the lurch.

Upon joining their comrades one more lion

and a cub were found to be killed, so taking

all in all Helen’s first lion hunt had been

very successful.

The Caffres encamped that night upon a

low hill close to the swamp, and having

skinned the dead lions, stretched the skins

upon the ground, pinning them tightly out, so
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that with the heat of the sand and of the

sun combined, they were very soon dried

well enough to preserve them until reaching

home, when they went through a long

process of greasing and hand-rubbing, to

make them soft and pliable.

Helen’s sleep was but of an interrupted

nature that night, the lions keeping up a

continued howling, and sometimes coming so

close that the Caffres began to shout and

throw about burning brands to scare them

away : nor had they overrated their danger,

as they discovered in the morning that the

skinned body of the cub had been carried off;

and following the track plainly visible into

the swamp, they discovered the poor lioness

stretched beside it, licking its head, upon

which the skin still remained.

The poor mother had recognized her own,

and, evidently with much difficulty, as she
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was very lame, had carried it into what she

considered a place of safety. Helen would

fain have had them spare her life, but\ her

entreaties were in vain
;
she was attacked,

and after a hard battle, killed, and her skin

added to the already large store.

The season being far advanced, the Caffres,

fearful of meeting a storm ere they could

reach their encampment, left off beating up

game, and hastened to the end of their

journey. But they were too late, for when

within a day’s march that which they fled

from overtook them. After a close and sul-

try day, during which the jaded horses re-

peatedly stood still and attempted to lie

down, the evening came, red and lowering,

with heavy purple clouds hanging upon the

footsteps of the setting sun. The sand

looked blood colour, and seemed to heave

as the eye rested on it, while the long grass
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sobbed and moaned like an uneasy con-

science.

Helen was watching the strange and wild

effect of the gathering storm, when a low

muttering crept along the ground, accom-

panied by a palpable vibration. She had

felt the shock of an earthquake, and

immediately expected to feel the ground

heave, but nothing of the kind occurred

:

the mutter became a growl, and at last a

tremendous clap of thunder seemed to break

up the very foundations of the earth
;
and,

as if it had been a signal for the general out-

break, there poured forth peal after peal,

while a hurricane of wind came wrhooping

across the plain, tearing up the little stunted

bushes, and whirling them along until almost

lost sight of in the dense cloud of sand and

straw. Seeing the Caffres lie flat down,

Helen did so also, and thus escaped the first
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shock, which, becoming a perfect tornado,

would have borne her with it.

In a few minutes the violence of the gusts

settled down into a steady stiff breeze, and

now Helen ventured to raise her head with-

out fear of its being injured. The sky was

covered by great black masses of cloud,

across which the lightning formed a fret-

work, as flash after flash darted from every

direction—meeting, crossing, and chasing

each other over the whole surface of the

heavens.

The night of the wreck seemed to have

returned, and Helen was painfully reminded

of that dreadful storm by the even greater

force of the present. Yet, even though the

storm this time was tenfold more terrible,

and an open desert her only refuge, she felt

no fear, and rather gloried in the wild

majesty of Nature : now she was alone,
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there were no beloved children, whose lives,

a hundred times dearer to her than her own,

were in similar danger.

Towards midnight the storm lulled a little,

and seemed about to cease entirely, so much

so that the Caffres wished to continue their

journey, when a low rushing sound became

audible
;

it approached nearer and nearer,

sounding like the gush of a waterfall, and

growing louder every moment, until down

came the rain with the force of a water-

spout, while, at the same time the thunder,

broke forth with renewed violence, till

Helen actually clasped her hands over her

ears to deaden the booming of the storm.

The rain lasted about three hours, and

passed away just before daylight. Then

it was that the whole effect of the tempest

was visible.

In the valley behind, lately a dry, sandy
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hollow, ran a broad river, bearing upon its

bosom bushes and straw
;

all round the

whitened grass was crushed flat to the

ground, with pools of water showing in

every direction, making the view as tho-

roughly dismal as could well be imagined
;
nor

did Helen enjoy it, even though the flattened

grass was a firm and cool footing, very dif-

ferent from the deep burning sand they had

gone so many miles over.

Their return to the camp was hailed with

great rejoicings and delight, and that evening

every one assembled to see the trophies and

hear a history of the expedition
;
and Ma-

como, placing Helen upon his right, called

her his “ Warrior Queen.”

The quiet regularity of life again began
;

and, having set her pupils to work, she

found abundance to occupy her in superin-

tending their teaching. Macomo, whose
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affection for her was as warm and tender as a

parent’s, took great delight in decorating her

hut with every luxury he could think of, send-

ing her his finest skins and ornaments. One

day he presented her with a beautiful string

of pearls—large valuable stones—evidently

once the treasure of some Eastern prince,

and which had been picked up on a fishing

excursion, partly embedded in the sand.

Then he would bring flowers and beg her

to teach him how to plant them, showing

such a love for the quiet art of gardening,

that the colonists would not have believed

their eyes if told the busy agriculturist

before them was the terrible Macomo. with

whose name they associated every crime

under heaven.

Shame, for a long time, prevented this

chief asking for any information from Helen.

And though, during a ride or walk alone

u
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with her he would listen attentively to what

Helen took pleasure in telling him of what

people did in her native land, it was not

for some months that he actually applied to

her for instruction, nor would he have done

so even then, but an accident of a trifling

nature in itself, though great in its conse-

quences, led to this.

A favourite child of the chief’s was one

of Helen’s most intelligent pupils, and it

happened that one day, when the father

returned from a hunting expedition, this

child got hold of a little fennec, and, having

placed it carefully in a sitting posture as if

alive, began to copy it on a flat piece of

stone Helen had substituted in want of a

slate. Whilst deeply engrossed in this

work, the little one kept repeating the first

line of the multiplication table.

Macomo stole up and stood behind Xuzeen,
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watching and listening, at first with a

pleased proud smile; this gradually faded,

giving place to a puzzled look. He bent

down, and, shading his eyes that nothing

might distract his attention, listened in-

tently
;
then, going a little way off, he sat

down and covered his face.

Helen, who was near, imagined he had

gone to sleep, and was whispering to the child

to he very quiet, when the great man sprang

up and looked about, then, having found

two stones, placed them side by side
;
then,

picking up a piece of stick, he broke it and

laid the two bits alongside the stones. After

doing this, he sat down with his arms round

his knees and remained gazing intently at

the four objects.

Helen watched him with some wonder,

completely puzzled as to his motives for this

rather queer proceeding. Suddenly Macomo

u 2
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clapped his hands, laughing aloud as he

jumped up and, running to Helen, seized her

arm and led her to the spot
;

there he

pointed to the ground, and, clapping his

hands, exclaimed,

“Two and two make four !”

From that day, Macomo accompanied

Helen upon many, nay, almost all her rides,

and sat silently by her side when she taught

the little children
;
often even begging for

one of the pieces of paper upon which the

words were printed, and of which Alick

Waugh had left her a large supply. At

night, too, the chief would come and beg

Helen to read to him out of her book.

This was her priceless Bible, and, ere

many weeks passed, Helen found he could

tell her almost all the leading points in our

beautiful religion
;
and when she asked him
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if he loved the gods of the Caffres better

than the good God who made all and gave

all, his simple reply told all she wished to

know.

“ I love ‘ Our Father which art in

Heaven !
’” and, as Macomo spoke, he

looked up to the sky
;
his expression speak-

ing more openly than even his words had

done.

Helen’s heart filled with gratitude as she

thought, “ I have, at least, prepared the

way of the Missionaries
;

and, whatever

happens to me, they will find a welcome

from Macomo.”
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\

CHAPTER XYII.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,

Is our end or way,

But to act, that each to-morrow

Find us further than to-day.

Longfellow.

Sometimes when life is darkest a glory bursts its glooms,

As lightning thro’ the startled night the face of things

illumes.

Gerald Massey.

It now behoves us to leave Mrs. Somerset

for a short time, and follow Kenneth

M‘Kenzie to India, where, obtaining leave,

he went, immediately after the return of his

regiment, to Cape Town.

Great was his fond mother’s happiness and
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pride in meeting her son; nor was Colonel

Somerset much less so.

Kenneth’s name had been most honour-

ably mentioned in the despatches
;
and now,

having gained his promotion by his last

wound, he came to them quite a hero. No

one was better able to appreciate his soldier-

like modesty and bearing than his step-

father.

His mother was never tired listening to his

accounts of the Caffres, and became warmly

interested in the “Mother Doctor,” to whose

care she owed her boy’s life. Often did she

and her husband speculate as to what could

possibly induce a lady, such as Kenneth de-

scribed his nurse to be, to go into such exile,

and bury herself among a horde of savages.

It appeared at last that Kenneth was

describing Helen’s appearance to a friend of

his mother’s, when a visitor laughingly in-
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tcrrupted him, and, pointing to his step-

sister, Annie Somerset, said

—

“ Why, Kenny, you are describing Miss

Somerset.”

Kenneth turned, and, after looking for an

instant, said

—

“By Jove! you’re right. She’s as like

the ‘ Mother Doctor’ as if she were her sister,

and I never noticed it before.”

Colonel Somerset started. Annie was the

counterpart of her mother! and for a moment

a vague feeling of possibility of the truth

darted across his mind—a trembling unac-

countable fear
;
and he glanced at his wife,

dreading lest she too had harboured such a

thought
;

but no anxiety was visible on

her quiet face, and, much relieved, he rose

and left the room.

A few days afterwards he was startled by

his wife remarking the coincidence of the
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likeness, though evidently without any latent

meaning. Still the very remark disturbed

the Colonel
;
he could not rest. But again

the improbability of such a thing cheered

his thoughts away; nor were they awakened

for some time, until the arrival of a brother-

officer of Kenneth’s, who had been like

him a prisoner under Helen’s care, aroused

the subject.

Unlike Kenneth, his friend Captain Fen-

ton noticed the strong resemblance, telling

Annie “ she must not he surprised at his

respectful homage, when she was so like his

preserver.”

It was during one of these conversations

that Kenneth, comparing notes with his

friend, told the story of Helen’s fainting,

while he was forgetting his pain in praising

his step-father.

For the first time a suspicion arose in his
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mother’s mind
;
and once aroused, there was

no rest. Then too she came to know of

Colonel Somerset’s fear, and how he had

suspected it from the first. Her pain and

perplexity knew no bounds. In vain she

reasoned, in vain she tried to still the small

voice,—it was of no use
;
and at last, worn

out with the struggle, her delicate health

gave way, and life hung upon a thread.

Then only she told her husband the secret

fear she had fought against, and the agony

of self-reproach she hourly endured. He,

poor man, sympathized with her in all. He

too had felt the gnawing serpent
;

but,

utterly powerless, knew not how to act. At

last nature decided for them. Poor Mrs.

Somerset’s life depended upon her instan-

taneous departure from India
;
and hearing

this, the Colonel resolved to retire from the
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service rather than part with one who had

become so endeared to him.

Preparations were soon made, hut, ere the

day arrived, Mrs. Somerset was no more

;

and the Colonel, almost broken-hearted, left

India with his daughters alone.

After seeing them placed under their

aunt’s care in England, he lost no time in

obeying his wife’s last request, and set off to

search out the “ Mother Doctor.”

At the Cape he fell in with Alick Waugh,

who was on the point of starting upon hic

yearly expedition, and from him Colone..

Somerset heard the confirmation of all
;
and,

thanking God that poor Mrs. M‘Kenzie had

been spared such a blow, he instantly set off

with Waugh. Leaving him to pursue his

way, let us return once again to our heroine.

Her influence was greater than ever—it
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seemed to increase every day
;
deputations

came from rival chiefs, begging her, by every

sort of entreaty, to go to their lands
;
but

Helen steadfastly refused, and content, nay,

more than content, with Macomo’s district,

remained where she was.

As I said before, her rides were sometimes

very long, and it was upon returning from

one of these that she fell in with Alick

"Waugh’s first waggon.

The meeting was to her a glad one. The

events of the time which had elapsed since

they met had given a tone of resignation and

peace to her heart. Such a conviction of the

will of God acting through her for the good

of the Cafires, and dependance upon His

goodness, that she could speak and think

calmly of the past, nay, had taught herself

to regard it as a bright dream or story, in

which, in some former life, she had been an
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actor. Thus the happiness of meeting

Waugh was unmixed with pain, and, with a

smile upon her beautiful face, she asked him

for his news.

The smile, however, faded when she

noticed his undisguisable agitation. A cold

fear arrested the beating of her heart as she

asked him what had happened ?

Scarcely knowing what to say, and yet

feeling he must in some measure prepare her

for the truth, and that quickly, as the waggon

in which he had left her husband was within

a mile, the poor man told her of Mrs.

Mackenzie’s death.

The shock was greater than he anticipated.

Helen’s calmness had deceived both him and

herself
;
and now all gave way, and, with a

cry of intense feeling, she sank helpless at

his feet.

Almost an hour passed before she recovered
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complete consciousness, and even then her

mind was so confused that poor Alick feared

he had almost driven her mad.

Great joy is often—nay, usually—more

difficult to bear than sorrow; and Helen’s,

though hardly to he called joy, was the

sudden removal of the burthen of her life

—

the bursting of hope through the dark clouds

of despair. It was almost too much, and for a

short horn* the balance wavered
;
fortunately,

tears came, and Helen’s reason was saved.

After such a warning, Alick was too

frightened to tell the rest, and, trusting to

God, he let things take their course, simply

telling Helen that the waggon she saw ap-

proaching belonged to an officer who was

travelling with him.

Helen looked up, but scarcely understood

what he said, so busy were her newly-awak-

ened thoughts.
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The -waggon approached
;

it came nearer

and nearer, until it drew up beside

them.

A man sprang out
;
Helen, with a strange

pang at her heart, involuntarily looked up

;

she gazed—she gazed for one moment, as if

turned to ice, and then, uttering a low cry,

she was clasped to her husband’s breast.

# * * *

It is unnecessary to attempt to describe

the meeting of two such hearts as theirs, for

who has not felt the flush of joy break in

upon what had seemed to them a desert of

misery? A few hours previously she had

left the Caffre camp upon her day’s work,

thinking only of the way in which she

might best serve these her faithful friends.

A few hours before, and the world was a

a mere name, and her lot that of hopeless

exile—now, what a change ! The world had
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come back to court her favour. Home, love,

aucl ease were to be hnr own.

Days passed before she could realize the

existence of such happiness. It was not

enough that her hand was clasped in that of

her husband, nor that her gaze watched his

every expression, but over and over again

she whispered his name, looking for the

answer in his eyes, or beseeching him to re-

peat again and again that his love was un-

changed.

The past faded into a long dream, losing

all its reality except when recalled by the

presence of iMacomo, who, knowing he would

soon lose Ilelen, took every opportunity of

being near her, though generally content

with a glance at her countenance and won-

dering at the change which a few days had

wrought in what had been a pale and care-
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worn face, but now all sparkling with love

and joy.

Afraid to break the spell of her present

happiness, and see the blessings so unex-

pectedly regained fade away, Helen still

lingered on among her Caffre friends, until

Colonel Somerset prevailed upon her to move.

The scene of parting was indeed a sad one,

as she had endeared herself to the poor crea-

tures, and become really like a mother to

them all.

The night before she left they all as-

sembled round her, and with tears begged

her to come again, telling her that they

would make her their queen, or anything, in

fact, to induce her to return. Deeply touched

by their distress, she promised to do so if

she ever could, and amidst sobs and lamenta-

tions bade them farewell.

# * * *

x
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Helen’s return to Cape Town was a nine

days’ wonder. People crowded round her

full of interest to see a ivoman who had ex-

erted such power over the wild nature of the

Caffres.

Dr. Philip hailed her as a heroine, or, more

excellent still, a “ teacher of the truth and

perhaps the happiest moment of Helen’s re-

turn to civilization was that when he told

her he had already secured a friend of his

own to take charge of a new station whose

head-quarters would be the camp of Macomo,

so that her good work would be at once

carried on, nor anything she had done be

permitted to flag
;
and before the day of her

departure for England she had the gratifica-

tion of seeing the missionary and his teachers

depart, taking with them an abundant supply

of everything necessary to improve then-

work, and cultivate the seeds of civilization
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already springing up under her active care.

* * * #

The days of her pilgrimage were over : a

few more and she was in the home her hus-

band had often pictured to her in past years,

a home brightened by the sweet faces of her

children, whom she found all that the fondest

love or the proudest mother could wish

—

pure-liearted English maidens.

A year passed by like a summer day, and

in closing saw one vacant place in the parent

nest. Helen’s old prisoner and patient,whom

the reader may remember as cherishing a ro-

mantic affection for the mother doctor, trans-

ferred his heart to her daughter, and carried

her off to visit Caffreland as the pleasantest

wedding tour they couldmake. Annie Somer-

set, though prettier than her sister,was longer

in finding any one amongst her many ad-

mirers for whom she felt she could resign the

x 2
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constant society and love slic bore her parents;

but at last one came, and Ilclen, seeing the

struggle between her new and her old love,

added her voice
;
so she and Colonel Somerset

were again alone, though visited yearly by

their children, and soon their children’s

children.

Helen has not forgotten her old friends

amongst the wilds of Africa. Yearly re-

membrances are dispatched in the shape of

money to assist the missionary labours, but

the trials and work of the past had told

severely upon her health, and, much as her

heart desired it, she had relinquished all

thought of revisiting the scene of her labour.

Alick Waugh returned to England about

a year after Helen and the Colonel, and

settled down upon a comfortable allowance

given him by these friends.

Kenneth is no more. He fell as a soldier
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loves to fall, front to front with his country’s

foes, and sleeps beneath Cathcart’s Hill,

amidst the good and gallant men who rest

there, entombed in the hearts and memory

of their country.

THE END.
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